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Cambyſes, the true King of Perfia. 
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Otanes, Father to Phedima, & Orinda, e Perſian Princes, 
Heir to the Per/1a» Crown. Generals of Cam & 
Darius, Contrated to Phedima. Cbyſes's Army. 
Artaban, A Perſian Lord of Cambyſes's Train. 

Ofiris, a Young Captive Prince, Contrafted to Mandara. 


Reigning in the Name of Smerdzs, Younger Brother 
to Cambyſes, privately Murder'd by Prexaſpes : known 
only to Prexaſpes, and Pataſithes. 

Pataſithes, His Friend; left Deputy of Perfia, — 


Smerdis, an Impoſtor, Uſurper of the Perſian Crown 2 


Cambyſes's Progreſs into Egypt. 

Theramnes, A Diſguis'd Syrian Prince, now 
General of Smerdis's Army, privately in Love 6 
with Orinda. 


Phedima, in Love with Darias. 

Orinda, Her Siſter. 

Mandana, A Captive Princeſs, Heireſs to the Egyptian 
Crown, Daughter to Amafis, flain by Prexaſpes, at 
Cambyſes's Command, 
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Mr. Smith. 
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Mrs. Log. 


Mr. Medbourne. 


Mr. Sandford. 


Mr. Toung. 


Mrs. Jennings. 
Mrs, Dzxox. 


Mrs. Betterton 


Auretta, and Atoſſa, waiting Ladies to Phedima and Orinda. 


Two High Prieſts, Perfan Magicians, 
Captain of Guards to Smerdis. 


Villains, Ghoſts, Spirits, Maſquers, Meſſengers, Executioners, Guards, 


and Attendants. 


The Scene, Suſa and Cambyſes's Camp, near the 
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PROLOGUE. 

C 
} Ith no ſmall pains our Author has this day 

Brought on the Stage a damn'd dull ſerious Play. 

But what the Devil is he like to gain? 

If Wits, like States, with a joyut pow'r might Reign, 

A Poet's labour then were worth the while, 

Could he plead Cuftom, and demand your ſmile. 

But that was ne're in faſhion. Poets ought 

To write with the ſame Spirit Czlar fought : 

Indifferent Writers are contemn'd, for now 

There grow no Lawrels for a common brow : 

None but great Ben, Shakeſpear, or whom this Age 

Fas made their Heirs, ſucceed now on the Stage. 

As Eagles trye their Toung againſt the Sun ; 

The ſelf-ſame hazard all Toung Writers run : 

They are accounted a falſe baſtard Race 

That are not able to look Wit 7th' Face; 

And therefore muſt expett an equal Fate, 

To be diſown'd as illegitimate : 

Thus cenſcious of their weakneſſes and wants, 

They know their doom ; as deſarts to young Plants, 

Tou no more Mercy to Toung Writers ſhow, 

Tou damn and blaſt 'em ere they've time to grow. 

Thus you have learnt the: Turkiſh Cruelty, 

When Flder Brothers Reign, the Tounger dye. 

But as theſe Turks, when they're for Death defign'd, 

This favour from their Cruel Brothers find, 

Strangled by Mutes, who fitted for the Fatt, 

Want Tongues to ſpeak the Cruelty they At. 

Knowing the dangers of a publick ſhame, 

"Our Rhimer hopes his Fate may be the ſame : 

He humbly begs, if you muſt cruel be, : 


lcd make no noiſe when you his doom decree, 
But if you damn him,” damn bim filently.. _ 


Camby les. 


CAMBYSES. 


- _ 
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Actus primus. Scena prima, 


© ——— 


© AT. oo 


L E— 


SCENE, a Pavillion Royal. 


The Curtain drawn, is repreſented Cambyſes ſeated on a Throne z attended by 
Otanes, Darius, Artaban, Prexaſpes, Guards, Slaves, and Attendance ; 
with the. Princeſs Mandana, and Ladies, 


Camby ſes deſcends form the Throne, 


Camb. He trembling World has ſhook at my Alarms ; 
| Aſia and Africa have felt my Arms. 
My glorious Conquelts too did farther flye ;, 
| taught th? Egyprian god Mortality : 
By me great Apis fell ; and now you ſee 
They ate compell'd to change their Gods for me. 
| have done deeds, where Heaven's high pow*r was foyl'd, 
Piercing thoſe Rocks where Thunder has been toyl'd. 
Now, like our Sun, when there remains no more, 
Fhither regura whence we ſet out before. 
Otan. Returning thus, Great Sir, you have out-done 
All other glories, which your Arms have won. 
laferiour Conquerours their Triumphs get 
Whz2n they advance, but you, when you retreat. 
Dar. All Worthies now mult yield to you alone, 
And diſappear, as Stars before the Sun. 
Thus Cyrus, who all 4ſia did defeat, 
Becauſe ſo near you, does not ſeem fo great. 
Prex. Cambyſes, no: Your Honour there muſt yield : 
Your Father Cyr#-*s fame has yours excell'd. 
Since in one Act he did all yours out-do, 
In leavipg ſuch a glorious Son as you, 


7 _— 


——— 
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'You, by inſtint, who did his death deſgn, 


(2) 


F4\ 
Camb, Though th? utmoſt bounds of Earths large Frame's my right, ba 
Where e're the Tributary Sun pays light ; . Wi 
Though the whole World has my great Triumph bin, An 
Yer ſtill I have a Conqueſt Eft to win Iwt 
Handanas heart—— Mandana, ceaſe to mourn ; Tec 
Your tears co thoſe fair eyes but ill adorn. Lo 
Mand. Theſe eyes, thus deckt in tears, become her fate Ki 
That wears e*m. | 
Camb, No; you muſt your griefs abate. 2 Ar 
Tears have, like Tides, their Ebbs : And each kind flower, 23 L 
After a ſullen Cloud, and ſtormy ſhow?r, 
Looks freſh, and ſmiles at the next Sun. 
Mand. _ That Sun 
Will never ſee my Father in his Throne ; 
That Sun thac ſaw you Triumph in his blood, T 
That ſaw you (who on Egypr*s ruines ſtood) 
Deface our Temples, and their Powrs defie, z3V 
That lent me Chains, and gave you Victory, 3 1 
As if you to ſuch want of Foes were driv*a, 3 \ 
When th? Ezrth you'd Conquer'd, to wage War with Heav* ga. 7 \ 
Camb, Their Pow*rs that made my greatneſs ſo ſublime, | 
Have made my Glory and ſucceſs my Crime. f 
Forgive me that my Conqueſt was my fault, | 4 


And what th? Impartial chance of War hath wrought, 
Forget his Death, and le your fate retrieve, 
Your King and Father both in me ſhall live. 

Mard. You vainly your untimely fayours place; 
Thus treachcrous Serpents wound thoſe they embrace. 
A ſudden trembling ſhoots through all my veins, 

And in my breaſt his murder*'d Image Reigns, 
Such horror does my haunted ſoul affright, 
That I muſt flye his Cruel Murdrers ſight. 


_ 


Aſſaulting of his blood, laid fiege to mine. CExit Mand. and Ladies. 
Camb. Ye ſubtle Pow?rs, that humane paſſions rule, 
Thar take your private walks within my ſoul ; 
Whence is your Title, that this pow'r you have 
Thus to degrade a Monarch to a Slave ? 
Arg yet ſuch Charms from thoſe bright Circles flow, 
That 1 muſt thank her eyes that made me fo. . 
Prex. A ſudden ſound of Trumpets ſtrikes my Ear. . 
| [Trumpets heard from within, 
Arta\. lt ſcems tae Voyce of ſome new Triumph ncar. 
Camb. Some Herald, or Embaſlador, or ſome 
Poor p:tty Priace, that does a ſupplyant come 
To beg his Crown, Dariss, ſtraight inquire 
From whence they come ; and what ?is they deſire. 


2 F - a " ”——— ——_—— 
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Give 


(3) 


Give em ſuch Entertainment as may ſhew 


Cambyſes is their King, and Conquerour too. [Exit Dar. 
What ſhouts are theſe ? Ha ! louder yet ! Go forth, [Shouts from within. 
And tell *m that I will allay their: mirth, [Exit Otanes, 


It my good rature makes the Slayes grow proud, 
To darc to be thus Inſolent, and loud ? 
Loud, and nngovern'd mirth, raſh Acts perferms, 


& Kind gales, grown turbulent, and high, are Storms. [Enter Darius 5 haſte. 


Dar. A Cloud of People does your Camp ſurround ; 


$ And their Triumphant cryes eccho this ſound, 
3 Long live King Smerdis. 


Camb. Ha! What's this I hear ?* 

Prex. What may provoke your Sword, but not your fear. 
Enter Otanes, in haſte. 

Otan, The Tumult's loud : Their guilty Joyes do ſhew 


* They pay to Smerdis what to you they owe. 


Camb. Does Smerdis then Uſurp my Throne ? My Lords, - 


7? We ſhall not want new Subjects for our Swords : 


Though the raſh Boy's ambition does not know 
What dangerous height his pride has rais'd him to, 


' Yet 1 will make him know from whence he falls : 


| 
| 
i 
4 
/ 
/ 


| 


Advance my Standard then to S»/as Walls : 
And the next Morning our bright Sun ſhall riſe, 
Ador'd with blood, and Humane Sacrifice. [Exeunt Omnes, 
[preter Camb, and Prex. 
Does Smerdis live ſtill, a reproach to be, 
Both to my power, and thy fidelity ? 
Subjects the breath of Monarchs ſhould attend, 
Obcying that on which their lives depend. 
The Wills of Princes, who then dares diſpute, | 
W hoſe Precepts, as their Crowns, are abſolute ? > 
Prex, If Smerdis, Sir, does any Scepter ſway, 
Neptune has lent him that which rules the Sea ; 
For there he lyes ſecure : There, where each Wave 
May proudly paſs Triumphant ore his Grave. 
Camb. How then, Sir, are the dead ſo pow'rful grown, 
To make a Reſurrection to my Throne ? 
Prex. You know I'm L6yal, and may truſt he's dead. 
Camb, Thou lyeſt, Slavez one word more forfeits your Head. 
How dare you tell me that he*s dead, when I 
Think it kind Fortunes greateſt Courteſie, 
That he till lives ; and lives to wear my Crown ? 
For ſince the Conquer?d World?s already won, 
Thanks, ye kind Fates, that raiſe new Foes, tCafford 
Freſh SubjeCts ſtill for my ViRorious Sword. 
Though Smerais live t? out-brave his Kings command, 
*Tis but to fall by a more noble hand. 


And 


& ) 
And that which does my willing Sword invite, 
L now fhall Cougeare In 11414-19e'% wight. 
Pie Cov © ber wn the Glocy of my Arms; | 
Conquelt 2:4 Wer. like Beauty, have their Charms. [Ex, | 


Prex, tis no bliewd | Have I fo off, for this, 
Obey?'d his Rage, anv bloody Cruelties ? 
Wher, Rzprs 2nd Murders wcre but common fin 1 
Such heats of blood wave. but my paſtime bin, 
And, in requital, in thus far zrriv'd, 
I find 2 Tyrant's Fivom i:e's ſhort-liv'd, 
My Death he threatens ; Since he does diſtruſt 
My faith and. Loyalty, bk vere bus juſt, 
Thas he ſho uid find ine faltc whe ihinks me ſo; 
Nor am | bred is tame, or born {© low, 
To be out-biav'd > Kings 
Enter @ Aeſſercer, 4 delivers a Litter to Prex. 
Meſs. From Smerdis, tir, 21.9 &Q vil 
To find him gratefu), as he finds you juſt. 
Prex, Happy occaſion. Now I way purſue 
Both wy Revenge, and my Ambilion too, 


r0 j, [Aſide 

ns t . 

Go tell your King, 1 muſt not ſtop my ears F "oy 

bong Monarchs thus are my Petitioners, [Ex. Meſt, 

Aſſit him ! Pauſing wpon t ter, 
True Stateſmen ſhould not regard DRY EY 

The Juſtice of the ACt, but the reward, 

The Median Crown ! His promiſes are large, 

And interc{t will greater faults diicharge, 

Now I will find freſh ſubjects for Fame's wings, 

To tell the World I rule the fate of Kings, 

Though I can't boaſt of Crowns, my glory is, 

That Empires by my power do. fall, and rife. 

Perhaps the Frantick zcal *oth* World may ſay, 

I injure Heaven, when I my King betray, 

Let Fools be juſt, court Shrines have homage paid 

To Images, thole Gods in Maſquerade, 

Religion, Loyalty, end th? aery ſcrow! 

Of Gods, are ſtrangers to a Scythiars ſoul. [Exit, 


Scena Secunda, The Scene continues. 


Enter Mandana, ſola. 
Mana. And will the angry gods for ever frown ? 
Have I not loſt a Father, and a Crown ? 
But that which moſt Heaven's cruelty does ſhew, 
Who ſhares my heart does-ſhare my fortune too. 
The hand of War more cruel wounds ne're gaye 3 


Ofrris 


(9/1 


Oſiris too is the proud Tyrant*s Slave. 
Could Providence this unjuſt deed deſign, 
Oſiris ſhould wear any Chains ——but mine ? 
Our Fate the malice of our Stars does prove ; 

If there be any Stars that envy Love. 

wh. ** "Enter to her, Offris, 
Oſir, Do you remember thoſe ſtrict Vows you made, 

And thoſe ſoft Charms in whiſpers you conyey'd, 

When 1, and Egypt both, did happy prove, 

They in their King, I in fandana's Love ? 

Mand, 1 do, Ofiis; And remember too, 

I always paid my promiſes to you. 

Oſic. Your Conſtancy confirms that happineſs 

Which your high fayour did at firſt confer : 

But Souls ſo much divine can do no leſs, 

As Gods are conſtant, *cauſe they cannot erre. 

This day, I hope, our Mutual Loves ſhall Crown. 
Mand. Yes, Sir, it (hall, if Heaven will give us leave. 
Ofir. When you, Mandana, ſmile, Heaven cannot frown. 
Mand. No, unkind fate does your fond hopes deceive, 

You know, Oſiris, that I made this Vow, or 

That, with my Love, I would my Crown beſtow. 

And from her Vow, Mandana: will not ſtart : 

Vle give an Empire, whea I give a heart. 

But ſince my Captive fate my Crown has loſt, 

Your hopes and mine thus equally are croſt. 

To give you leſs, would -ſeem tov low a thing, 

My hearc alone's too mean an. Offering, 

Oſir. In this decree you do too cruel prove, 

To think that Fortune can give Laws to Love. 

And to your Beauty you're injurious growa 

You cannot borrow luſter from a Crown. 

No, he who in J4andana's Breaſt doth Reign, 

Is tzught all meaner Empires to diſdain. 

Atand, Oſiris, no, your too fond zeal: miſtakes, 

Love will 2dmit no Slaves ——— but what it mak<s. 

Love by our Miſerics would-ſullied'be, - - 

Eclips*d, and Clouded in/Captivity. 

Our Fate the Crowning of our Love Controuls. 

Ofir. We have but Captives. Fortunes, not their Soul;. 

Their Souls to th? higheſt pitch of; greatneſs riſe, 

That can the empty frowns: of Fate deſpiſe. 

Ia our dark Fortune Love will ſhine. more bright : 

As Diamonds borrow luſtre from the night. 

Hand. No, no, you mult your hopeleſs Love forgo. 

You wuſt, Ofr:s, Love will have is ſo. 

Oſi-. And c3n you give what 1 ſhall ne're erjoy ? 

B 


[She Weeps, 
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(6) 
Can Love a Lovers Happineſs deſtroy ? | | 

Mand, If ere my Stars my raviſht Crown reſtore, [She S;ghs, ; 
Till then, expect that I can give no more. « 

Oſir. You are too cruel. 4 | 

Mand, No, I am too kind, e210. 1© t, | -*18&"c ſp: « - 

This R-ſolution in my Breaſt is ſignd.—-,, ., .. FProffers to out, at which Oiris | 
1 do command you, urge no more. |, -1 ÞT offers t0 ſnake -(; + 

Ofir, You may | 
Command my D-ath, you know I muſt obey. 

Mand, Ne, my 9ſiris, live, and live to be 
More happ/, than y-.v can be made by me, 

Yet from yo: Breait, 
Let not 4iandana be fo far remoy'd, 
But ſtil] ton nav rementmymr -that we Loy'd. ft. 

Ofir. Oh, my haid Fate! F304 | | [Exit | 
Shs Goes deny me Lov:, vet bids me live: k- | 
Yet *cis her kindneſs does this ſentence give, | ' ; 
How ſtrangcly is my Happineſs deſtroy'd ? | 
Her too much Love Love's ruize has decreed : | | 
As Lamps, that ſurfeit when they*re overcloy'd, 
Do periſh by that Oyl on which they- feed, 


| CExi.. 
_ Scena Tertia. The Scene, A Palace. 


Enter Smerdis, and Pataſithes, with Guards and Attendant s. 
| "2 


Pat. *Twas by Heaven's pleaſure, and our wills decreed,. 

To place the Crown of Perſia on your head. 

Let dull ſucceſſive Monarchs idly wait: 

To be enthron'd by the flow hand of Fate. 

And Phcaaix like, expect their riſe, and power, 

Only from —_ of - Anceſtour. . | 

You by a Nobler force have, ire gain'd 

Wreſting the Scepter from Combe hand. 

Thus on his ruin you his Throne aſcend, 

And made the means as glorious, as the end. - © 
Smerd, The Fate of Crowns depends on common 

Fortune and pow'r may to a Throne advance. 

Bur to confirm that Crown our 'powr affords, 

Requires our Souls more active than our Swords. 
Pat, You muſt yet Act unſeen, and veile your pow'r, 

Until your Thunder*s in your hand ſecure. 

Till then, Sir, you your. Majeſty muſt ſhrowd, 

Like Lightning, taking birth. firſt from a Cloud. 

Till you, like that, a full-blown Glory wear, 

And gain at once, both reverence and fear. 


chance, 


Enter 


48S 
| Enter Theramnes. 
They. Your Subjets joys grow loud, as is your fame ; 
Perſia ſpeaks nothing now, but Smerais Name. 
And their excellive joys ſo high advance, 
Their Piety's joyn'd with their Allegiance; - 
Rendring that Homage, which to Heaven is due, 
Adoring lcſs the riſing Sun, than you. - - 
 Smerd. Tis this muft make my Sov*reignty compleat ; 
Thoſe joys that ſpeak them Loyal, ſpeak me great. 


Ther. You Conqu'rours have out-done : Your name'offords 


The ſubje& of more Trophies, than their Swords. 
Great Cyrus glories muſt ſubmit to you z 
He Conquer®d Nations, you their Hearts ſabdue. 
Smerd, This is but half a Conqueſt ; who defends 
A Crown, conquers his Foes, as well as Friends. 
And now our cauſe for ſpeedy action calls 
Cambyſes is in ſight of Suſa"'s Walls. * 
Go then, Theramnes, muſter all our Force 
Our Syrian Infantry, and Perſian Horſe. 
Prepare ſach ſtrength, that is may be expreſt 
That we can conquer, if he dare reſiſt. 
Ther, | do not Conqueſt doubt : Whileſt Monarchs are 
Themſelves above plac'd in a higher Sphear 
You, like the Heav*as, your ſacred pow'rs diſpence, 
Yowll give us Conqueſt by your Influence. 
Smerd. See how the fond deluded World miſtakes, 
And whar' falſe light my borrow'd glory makes : 
Yet ſuch as dazles Perſia, This diſguiſe 
Has rais'd ſo thick a miſt before their eyes ; 
That my beſt Friends, Theramnes, and the croud 
Of wondring Subjects, all are in one Cloud ; 
And their miſtaken Faiths ſo far advance 
That they ſeem Rivals in Allegiance. 
Like their Devotion who the gods implore, 
Men firſt believe, and then they do adore. 
Pat, Thus Kings and Beauty ia this Title ſhare, 
"Tis the adorers eye makes Beauty fair. 
The Perſians thus by their Allegiance ſhow, 
Youre the true Prince, if they but think you ſo. 
Smerd. | by ſuch Arts do the Worlds Empire ſway, 
As the Worlds frame does Natures Laws obey; + | 
Mov'd by a Cauſe admir*d, but never known. 
Secrets of State and Heay'n agree in Oae. 
Thus I, and thus the Gods themſelves diſguiſe 
Their high*ſt deſigns in darkeſt 4: mal Vf 
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j | ' Scena Quarta. The Scene continues. 
Enter Phedima, and Orinda. 


i 
| Orind. Love in my Breaſt ſhould with flow progreſs move, Jets 
| Were there no other intereſt in Love, | 
Wh Phed. Why, what more can there be ? 
| th Orind. —— Yes, | would have 
| | My Beauties Captive be my Honours ſlave. 
i Brave Conqu'rours ſcorn the prize they win, whilſt they = 
in Aim only at the fame of Victory. 
n But your too humble Love takes a low flight, 
#1 When you thus dote upon a Favourite : 
Can your Darius | 
Phed. Can Darius ſcem | 
Unworthy then of Phed:ma's eſteem ? 
*Twere Impious to wiſh my paſlion leſs : 
His merits, not my Love, have their exceſs. | 
' Oring. Love, like a pleaſant Dream, diſturb'd or croſt, 
The fancy wakes, and then the pleaſure's. loſt. | 
My preſence then will but injurious prove, [Scornfully. | 
Silence and privacy are fir——— for Love. CExis, 
Phed, Ard can ſhe be ſo cruel, to reprove , 
Her heart which to Darius does incline ? 
Whom all the World can do no leſs than Love, 
At leaſt, if I may judge all hearts by mine. , | 
[Enter Smerdis, who having a while gaz'd upon her, advances 
| to her; ſhe ſeeing him, draws her Veile oucr ber Face. 
| | Smerd, Madam, too late yon do my ſight deprive, 
| What's in a moment born, an Age may live. 4 
This mak+<s you think (that ſince your pow'r is ſuch) 
Where an aſſault has won, a ſiege too much. 
Having th” aſſurance of your Conqueſt found, 
You hice the Weapon now you've given the wound, 
Enter Patalithes, unſeen, 
Pat. Ha! this ſtrange language does myſterious found ; 
| It is a Riddle which | can't expound. 
'8 | Smerd, Y<t you mult pity thoſe chaſt flames you raiſe, 
| The gods themſelves ſmile on their Votaries. 
| And yet the Heay*®ns, when they vouchſafe to ſmile, 
Suffer no Clouds to interpoſe the while. 
But your injurious Veile permits no glance 
"| Should my fond hopes with the leaſt glimpſe adyance. 
Phed, Stranger, what means this language, and how dares + | 
Your ill-bred confidence aſſault my Ears ? 
This boldneſs merits more than my diſdain 
And frowns can punilÞ, 


—_ tle wh 
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Smerd, 


Smerd. Yet your ſelf reſtrain 
The Pow*r of both, whilſt you thus VeiPd, confute 
That puniſhment your frowns ſhould execute. 
The fierceſt Lightning never wounds, when thus 
A Veile of Clouds is drawn *rwixt that and us. 
Phed. A Perſian Ladies Honour is profan'd, 
Who bears this uſage from an unknown hand. 
What frenzy has polleſt your Soul ? 
Smerd. Your Eyes 
Do ill to make my heart their Sacrifice ; 
And then condemn him who does offer it. 
Phed. My ſcorn's too little, where th? affront's fo great. 
Smerd. Hold, crucl fair, and your juſt anger ſtay, 
With ſuch repentance Vle my fault repay ; 
That I will ſhew my Love is fo ſublime, 
That it can expiate a Lovers Crime, 
Pat. Ha ! how does his diſtrafted fancy rove, 
Prefer'd to Empire, to ſubmit to Love ! \ 
Smerd. | preſt too far, I muſt confeſs, yet though 
Your coyneſs threatned, it invited too, 
Thus curious, we int? angry Comets Pry, 
W hich bur, at beſt, threaten ill deſtiny : 
When our inquiry does not reach fo far, 
To know the aſpect of a milder Star. 
Pat. Ttv Infeftion ſpreads. No longer I endure 
To ſee that which | muſt prevent, or cure. 
Love, like the Stars that rule*c, ſhould ative move, 
You are too idle, Sir, to be in Love. 
Come, Sir, ſhe's yours. 
Phed. Ye gods! 
Smerd, Hold, Sir, you wrong 
Pat. | only tell you, that you talk too long, 
Levers ſhould not ſuch tedious Treaties hold, 
Love is a thing that's ſooner done, than told. 
But you miſtake ; Love takes a Nobler courſe, 
Conqueſts are not by parly won, but force. 


FUnveles ber. 


[ Proffers to go. 


[Afe. 


Lo Smerd. 


Here, take her then. [Thruſts ber rudely to Smerd. 


Phed. Defend me, Heavens. 
Smerd. —— Raſh Man, 
Hold your rude hands ; you all that's good profane. 
Phed. Audacious 
Oh, I underſtand you now : 
Have you Confed”rates and Aſliſtants too ? 
How dares your ſalvage fury grow ſo rude, 
To force that Virtue which you can't delude ? 
Smerd. Diſpel your fears, your Virtue is ſecure, 
Since your protection is ig your own pow'r : 


[Te vPat; 
*[ To Smerd. 
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Thus doubly guarded, by the Pow'rs of Heav®n, —_— 

And by thoſe Pow'rs Heay?n to your Charms has giya. 
Phed. No, Raviſh-rs3 no more this Jayguage uſe, 

The Succeſs failiog, you the Guile exc e, 

Your ſting-leſs fury wants the pw 16141t, 

You know you are wlthin the Pe: fin Couit; 

Your Violence choſe an iwpiope: tage; I I 
This SanAuiry guards me from your r-ge. [Exit, 
Pat. See with what courzge the }; + Gaiſe protefts z | 

You but the King, but ſhe the T;rans acts F. 
But ſhe derives her pow*r from yuur tame tears: 
She knows that Lovers dare not give rficiice ; 
Thus Fear mak:s gods; who derty?d the Stars, 
But only thoſe who fear*d their influence ? 
If you then Lov'd, why did you not enjoy ? 
Can a King's Modeſty his Hopes deſtroy ? 
Smerd. Such baſe and unjyſt deeds would but proclaim 
Me'an Impoſtor greater than I am. 
Pat. *Tis Kings make Juſtice, .and not Juſtice Kings, 
And in that Name you may Act greater things, 
And ſtill be juſt. The Perſcan Kings defign | 7 
No Woman more than for a Concubine. | I F 
And in that onely Name ſhe ſhould not have | | | 
The Courtſhip of a Miſtreſs, but a Slave. 
You then ſhould force her whom you could not move. 
Smerd, Force may ſnpport my Empire, not my Love. 
Beauty, like Majeſty, is ſacred too : 
And-muſt it then be thus profan*d by you ? 
Pat. Your thoughts and paſlions are too humble grown, ' 
You do forget youre ſeated on a Throne. | [Exit. 
Smerd. Can Pataſuhes ſo inhumane prove ? 
He gave me Empire, but deſtroys my Love. 
This is that Phedima Ive ſeen before ; 
What | then but admir*d, I now adore, 
My privacy my Paſſion then confin'd ;\ ; 
A flame too noble for ſo low a mind. £ | 
Now nothing my Love's freedom can controul; | 
My Empires Jimits do enlarge my ſoul, (Exit, | 


Scenx Quinta, Srene continues. 


Enter Theramnes, and Phedima, 


Phed. Their rudeneſs was fo great——— 
Ther. ————— And do they live? 
Not you nor Heav'a can this offence forgive. 
Againſt you there can be no venial Crimes * 


Your 


(1) 
Your anger ought to kill where it condemns. 
And Ple be th? Executioner. But teach 
Me where I may -thoſe rude offenders reach : 
And I will force their guilty blogd no more 
Than bluſh for their bold Crime. 
Phed. ————— That cannot be ; 
For they are Men I never ſaw before, 
Strangers alike to Honour, and to me. 

Ther. Do but deſcribe **m then, and you ſhall ſee, 
To find *em my revenge ſhall, in your name, 
Quick-ey*d as Envy be, and ſwift as Fame. 

Phed. By all I can deſcribe, I underſtood 
Their Virtues are inferiour to their blood. 

By th* Habit which they wore they ſeen'd to be 
Some of the Perſian chief Nobility. 

Ther, My Intreſt in the Perſian Court ſhall ſhew 

How much imy zeal in your juſt cauſe can do : 

To find thoſe Raviſhers ſuch ſcearch Ple make, 

That in their very Eyes their guilt Ple track. 

I on my Honour Vow le uſe ſuch Arts, 

Who ere they are, to reach their guilty Hearts. Exit. 

Phed. Therannes, ſtay Alas, he's gone too far. 
How fierce and ſwift the wings of Honour are ! 

I fear that he will ſome raſh AQ perform, 
Hurried like Waves that ſwell iato a ſtorm. 
And yet his zeal I cannot but approve : 
Friendſhip a ſecond Rival is to Love. 


Finjs AF, prims, 


AQtus Secundus. Scena prima. Scene continues, 
Emer Smerdis. 


Smerd. F Et Heav*n whatever Fate for me deſign, 
"Tis Smerdis muſt make Smerdss Glory ſhine. 
My Stars can but their utmoſt pow'rs diſpence : 
But le A things above their influence. 
Enter to him, Theramaes penſively, not ſeeing Smerdis. 
Ther, It muſt be done. Pm bound by Honours Laws, 
And more, *tis in Orinds's Siſter?s cauſe. 
I want not courage, and 1 dangers ſcorn : Aſide, 
Yet on mine Honour ſuch an Oath Pve ſworn, 
That | want power to perform my Vow. 
Smerd. What ſerious thought ſits on Theramnes brow ? 


Come, in your looks ſome great deſign 1 read: 
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!'  . And by thoſe Powis Heay*n to your Charms has giya; 
; | Phed No, Raviſh.rsz no more this layguage ule, 
| The Succeſs failiog, you the Guilt excr fe, 


Your ſting-leſs fury wants the pwr 19 tart, 
You know you are within the Pr ſtan Couit; 
Your Violence choſe an iwpi op ttage: | IC*- 5 
This Santuiry guards me from your r-ge. [Exit 
Pat. See with what courage the }; + Caiſe proteſts z | 
You but the King, but the the T;rant acts ; 
Wil: But ſhe derives her powr from yuur tame tears; 
She knows that Lovers dare not give cficiice ; 
Thus Fear mak:s gods; who derfy'd the Stars, 
But only thoſe who fear*'d their influence ? 
If you then Lov'd, why did you not enjoy ? 
Can a King's Modeſty his Hopes deſtroy ? 
Smerd. Such baſe and unjyſt deeds would but proclaim 
Me'an Impoſtor greater than Il am. 
Pat. *Tis Kings make Jultice, .and not Juſtice Kings, 
And in that Name you may At greatcr things, 
And ſtill be juſt. The Perſizn Kings defign 
No Woman more than for a Concubine, 
And in that onely Name ſhe ſhould not have 
The Courtſhip of a Miſtreſs, but a Slave. ' 
You then ſhould force her whom you could not move. 
Smerd. Force may ſnpport my Empire, not my Love. 
Beauty, like Majeſty, is ſacred too : - 
'Y And-muſt it then be thus profan*d by you ? 
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| fil Pat, Your thoughts and paſſions are too humble grown, 
| You do forget-you're ſeated on a Throne. CExit. 
Smerd. Can Pataſithes ſo inhumane prove ? 
. | He gave me Empire, but deſtroys my Love. 


F-' This is that Phedima Ive ſeen before ; 
. 6 What | then but admir®d, I now adore, 
| My privacy my Paſlion then confin'd ;'' 
| A flame too noble for ſo low a mind. 
s Now nothing my Love's freedom can controul; | 
| | My Empires limits do enlarge my ſoul. (Exit, | 


Scena Quinta, Scene continues. 


Enter Theramnes, and Phedima, 


© | Phed. Their rudeneſs was ſo great——— 

I | Ther. ————— And do they live? 

R Not you nor Heav'a can this offence forgive. 
Againſt you there can be no venial Crimes * 


Your 
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Your anger ought to kill where-it condemns. 
And Ple be th? Executioner. But teach 

Me where I may-thoſe rude offenders reach : 
And I will force their guilty blogd no more 
Than bluſh for their bold Crime. 

Phed. ————— That cannot be ; 
For they are Mea I never ſaw before, 
Strangers alike xo Honour, and to me. 

They, Do but deſcribe **m then, and you ſhall ſee, 
To fiad *em my revenge ſhall, in your name, 
Quick-ey'd as Envy be, and ſwift as Fame. 

Phed. By all I can deſcribe, 1 underſtood 
Their Virtues are inferiour to their blood. 

By th* Habit which they wore they ſeem'd to be 
Some of the Perſian chief Nobility. 

Ther, My [nt*reſt in the Perſian Court ſhall ſhew 

How much my zeal in your juſt cauſe can do : 

To find thoſe Raviſhers ſach ſcearch Ple make, 

That in their very Eyes their guilt Ple track. 

I on my Honour Vow Ve uſe ſuch Arts, 

Who ere they are, to reach their guilty Hearts. Exit. 

Phed. Theranmes, ſtay Alas, he's gone too far. | 
How fierce and ſwift the wings of Honour are ! 

I fear that he will ſome raſh aA perform, 
Hurried like Waves that ſwell iato a ſtorm. 
And yet his zeal I cannot but approve : 
Friendſhip a ſecond Rival is to Love. 


Finjs Ad. prims, 


— — —_——— 


AQuus Secundus. Scena prima. Scene continues, 
Emer Smerdis. 


Smerd. F Et Heav®n whatever Fate for me deſign, 
'Tis Smerdis muſt make Smerdss Glory thine. 
My Stars can but their utmoſt pow'rs diſpence : 
But le Act things above their influence. 
Enter to him, Theramanes penſwvely, not ſeeing Smerdis. 
Ther, It muſt be done. Pm bound by Honours Laws, 
And more, ?tis in Orinds's Siſter's cauſe. 
I want not courage, and 1 dangers ſcorn : Aſide, 
Yet on mine Honour ſuch an Oath Ive ſworn, 
That | want power to perform my Vow. 
Smerd. What ſerious thought ſits on Theramnes brow ? 


Come, in your looks ſome great delign 1 read: 
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Or ſome requeſt for which your eyes do plead. 
Name it, it ſhall be done: 
Nothing ſhall make me from my promiſe ſhrink, 
For [| dare At whatever you dare think. 
Ther. You cannot Act that Kindneſs which I want, 
Smerd. You cannot ask that which I cannot grant 
At == Requelt. 


Sir, in a Ladies cauſe 

I am engag*d by Honours ſacred Laws, 

In her Reveoge to Act a Chapin part, 

To write her wrongs on her Offender's Heart, 

But L ſhall be as blind in my purſuit, 

As is that Juſtice I would Execute, 

Nor can your pow'r, where th? Objefts are unknown, F 

Dire my hand, nor reach them with your own. 2 
Smerd. Theramnes, you a Prince's pow'r miſtake, 


' Monarchs the ſecrets of the Skyes can track, | | 


z 


And ſearch Heav*ns counſels ; haw then can Mankind 

Att in a Cloud that which we cannot find ? 

Vle find them if they live —— Bur, Sir, her name | 

Who does this Juſtice, and your conrage claim ; Fa 13 

The time, the place where they did' Alt their-Crime ? | : 
Ther. The Scene-it was your Palace, Sir, the time 

This Morning, and her name is Phedima. 


Smerd. That only name does all my Spirits awe. w 
Then as | promis'd in your cauſe I Sy ; "A; [- 
Theramnes, draw your Sword, as | draw mine. [ Draws 
To give the blow | will direft you where ; | | ”_ 
And that you may not miſs his Heart ſtrike here. [ Points to his Breaſt. 


That you more boldly may her cauſe defend, 


--Know her Offeader.is your King and Friend. 


What, does your Courage ſhake, and muſt you pauſe 
When Honour calls you in a Ladies cauſe ? 
Or ig your f-ar that does reſiſt your Vow ? 

Ther. Though Vows are ſacred, ſo'are Monarchs too. 
"Tis not, Great Sir, the want of Courage ſtays 
My hand, ?tis Reverence o*'te my Valour ſways, 
Therannes dares not think, much lefs At that 
Which the moſt ſalvage Lyons tremble ar. 
For Lyors 42re not *gainfſt their Prince Rebel, 
They want the pow?r to' hurt, and I the will.: 

Smerd, Theſ: light excuſes .are too weak : Yourmuſt 
Perform your Vow, or be proclainyd unjuſt. .. 

Ther. A ſtronger tye that promiſe does remit, 
And I am now more jult in breaking it; 
No tyes of Honour ever yet could be 
So ſtrong, as the ſtrict bonds of Loyalty. 


Smerd. 
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... Smerd. Then on your Loyalty I command you do $ Wk o” 
"What Honour and your Vow. has bound you to. Bee's 
Ther. And cau you give ſo cruel a Command ? 
"Tis Dcath againft my King 10 lift my Hand, 
Smerd. Aud what is worſe, tis Death to diſobey. 
Ther. But dying thus 1 dye the nobler Way. | 
Ther amnes dares not ſtrike, bur he dares dye 
When you will have it to, 
Smerd. My Cruelty 
You do miſtake. Thera nes, you ſhall live : 
For that which | command, | can forgive. 
Ther. But you command what Heav'n cannot permit. 
Smerd The Wills of Kings and Heav*n together meet. 
You've made a Vow to reach my Heart, and Heaven 
To chat great Act its free conſent has giv?a. 
Your Fricndſhip, not you Sword ſhall Act that part, 
For you unarim 0, Theraunes, reach my Heart, PEmbrae:s him; 
Ther Your favours are ad&vanC'd to that vaſt height, ; 
I fear chat | (h4l1 fink under the weight, 
Smerd Sir, (ince you are engag'd by Honours Laws, 
To pe: form Jults: e/ln this Ladies Cauſe ; 
Go nfe all A-ts and Arguments to bring 
Her «to the preſence of the Perſian King. 
Inform h:r that he Kkiows thoſe Raviſhers, 
And that their laſoleace has react*d his Ears; 
Since Juſtice to the right of K+ gs belongs, 
Tell her He {hall Þe Proud & right her wrongs ; 
And, as their Judge, do Juftice in- defence 
Of Beauty, and of 1n0jur*d innoceace, 
Ther. | go. . 
Smerd. —— And with ſuceeſs return, and may 
Thoſe Stars that govern Love direct your way. CExi: Theramnes! 
This genrous conteſt gave me tneans to try 7 
Theramnes's Friendſhip, and his Loyalty. 
And happily 1 have contriy*d © obtain 
The light of my fair Conquwrour once again, 
But oh, LI can but think how I vuſt now 
Be both the Jadge, and the Offender too. 
Bur chough | juſtly then deſcrv*d ber frown, 
Becaule ſhe did not know { wore a Crown: 
Now | more Nobly will her pailion move, 
Ple make my Crown an Agent for my Loye. 
If ſhe eſteem her Hcart 2 gift too great, 
I chen will purchaſe what 1 can't intreat. 
Enter to bim, Prexaſpes in diſguiſe, l:d in by the Guards, 
Capt. of the Guards, This Fellow, Sir, we i: the Palace flaw RN 
And thats which we from his deportment draw, 
GC 
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| His too ſuſpicious looks, and garb deſcry 


A guilty far, the mask of Treachery. 

Smerd, Audacious Rebel, Slave, what boſd deſgn——_ 
" Prex. Sir, my dcfſign is jult, 

Smerd —— ——-And ſo is mine. 
And of my Fuſtice thus le give you proof : 


Sec inſtantly the Traytor*s Head ſtruck off. [To the Guards; 
Enter Pataſithes. | 

Prex, T” expreſs that I dare dye for you, that breath 

That rules Prexaſpes life, may give him death. [Undiſgniſes himſelf. 
Smerd. Prexaſpes | : 
Pat. Ha! Prexaſpes ! 
Smerd, ——— ——Fatal chance! y 

Your care has witneſt your Allegiaiice. [To the Guards. 

Withdraw. [Exeunt Guards, 
Dear Friend, your doom is chang'd and now, 

I muſt condemn my guilty ſelf, not you, [Embraces him. 


Prex. In this diſguiſe 1 from the Camp am come, 
To tell you I have ſeald Cambyſes doom. 
Led by my Counſel, Sir, he does deſign 
A three dayes Truce before the ſiege begin. 
To which you muſt conſent. 
Things mult appear as ſmooth as calmeſt Seas ;- 
And Suſa wear the flatring ſmiles of peace. 
Pat. Monarchs and Stateſmen have theſe mutual tyes, 
They by each other do advance and rile. [CV buleft he ſpeaks, they whiſper. 
Prex, Ile gain you entrance, 
Smerd, Well, 1 do conſent. 
Prex. Your being unknown all dangers will prevent : 
The Tyrant's life ſhall with his Empire end. 
Smerd, A Monarch's Patron, and an Empire's Friend. 


[ Exeunt, 


SCENE continues, 
Enter Theramnes, and Phedima. 


Ther. And, Madam, that you might ſez Juſtice done, 
| promig?d to conduct you to his Throne. 
But pardon me, if I have gone too far, 
When Honour and my Friendſhip-makes me erre. 

Fhed. Honour and Friendſhip too have their exceſs ; 
But ſince | may my Innocence exprels, 
And in their Juſtice my revenge purſue, 


Theramnes, | ſubmit to follow you. FExeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENA SECUNDA 


The Scene opened, appears Smerdis ſeated on a Throve, attended 
by Gnards, and other Attendants, 


Enter again, Theramnes, and Phedima, 


Ther, He to their tryal will th* Offenders bring 
Look there, and ſee your Judge, the Perſian King. 
Phed. Sure you miſtake the Throne, or 1 the Prince; 
Ther, His Majeſty that error will conviace. [ Exit, 
Smerd. Fair Excellence, © | [Steps from the Throne, 
Tis true, the name of Prince I changed have | 
For that more glorious Title of your Slave. 
But 1 recal that breath | ſhould tranſgreſs 
Againſt your Beauty, were my greatneſs leſs. 
He muſt be more than Prince, and Monarch too, 
That fo great Beauty dares adore as you. 
Hence *tis your Royal Lover, Perſia's King 
Preſumes to make his Heart your Offering. 
The nobleſt Preſent chat his Love can make, 
And yet the loweſt you can ſtoop to take. 
Phed. The Perſian Monarch's Love ! Now Ple proclaim [ 
Alſide, 


My Conſtancy to my Dari«s's flame. 
My Courage in this cauſe ſhall A& ſuch things, 
le prove my Faith by my diſdain of Kings. 
Vle treat him ſo, that Fame ſhall witneſs be, 
None ever Lov'd, or ever ſcorn'd like me. 
Are you the Judge to proſecute the Laws 
Of Juſtice in thoſe bold Offenders cauſe ? 
Why then, kind Judge, do you forſake your Throne, \ 
E're you've the Tryal heard, or Juſtice done ? % 
Smerd, Your bold Offender does repent his Fat, 
And I bur ill his Judge's part could Act. 
To beg his pardon | reſign my ſeat, 
From being his Judge to be his Advocate, 
Phed. But leſt his Crime ſhould want a juſt Revenge, 
As you change yours, 1 will my Office change, 
From his Accuſer to his Judge; whilſt I, 
To Af your Juſtice, will your ſeat ſupply. [Steps into the Throne 
Enter Pataſithes, wnſcen. : 
For ſince he Love's, PFle uſe a Miſtreſs's pow'r, 
Wirth all the Rigour of a Conquerour. 
Pat. Ha! What ſtrange Interlude muſt here be ſhown ? 
A Woman ſeated on the Perſian Throne ! [ Aſiae. 
Phed. This difPrence Kings with common Captives have; 
Only the Title of a Royal Slaye. 
C 2 And 
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And how can Beauty rule a Nobler way, 
Then to command thu=————whilſt their Slaves obey: 
Pat. *Tis ſhe ;, le ſtop But ſtay, Vle uſe no force. 
Plz: check her Pride by a more ſubtle courſe. CA. 
Ph:d Alchough you Monarchs are exempt from Lays, | 
As wanting, higher Pow*rs to Judge your cauſe : 
Yer that you, Smeyais, may have Juſtice done, 
Since you want Laws, Ple Judge you by my own. 
Smerdis, what can you ſay in the defence 
Of your late rude, and ſalvage violence ; | OS 
When, Raviſh:r, your guilt ſo high was grown, OS Vs ho 
T* attempt. my Virtue, and to blaſt your own ? 
Smerd. You know I was not Author of that Fatt : 
Honour nor Love durſt n&re ſuch ſtains contratt. 
For they Heav*ns favour would but ilt implore, , | 
W ho firſt prophane the Deity they adore. on 
Phed. Honour and Love are but reſp.Rive things ; | 6.10 
Greater or l-{s in Subj.Cts or io Kings. 
In which if Kings tranſgreſs, the more ſublime 
Their greatneſs is, the greater is their Crime. 
And though .you're now transform'd into a Prince, 
That Title docs but heighten your offence, 
Smerd, Such Beauty does ſo well become the Throne, 
Be plead, fair Judge, t accept it as your own, 
Wheie you ſhall Reign in glory, and give Law 
To him that wears the Crown of Perſea, 
Phzd. 1 (corn your Throne, and bim that proffers it : 
My pow'rs too great, an equal to admit. LDeſcends form the Throne; 
No, Smerdis, Phedia is not 1o low 
As to deſcend unio a Throne, and You, 
Two lights together cannot equal ſhine, 
Mine will Eclipſe your glory, or your's mine. 
And *twould a Icſlſer Honour be, to have 
A King my equal, than a King my Slave. [ Exit, and after her, Smerdis. 
Pat. Is Love an Objeft for his mind which ſhou'd 
Be now imploy*d with thoughts of War, and Blood, 
Cambyſes now may his Revenge purſue, 
And ezgly conquer, where Love can ſubdue. 
Love does debate all Courage, and he is, 
Like tame Beaſts, only fit for Sacrifice. 
Bur Vle invent a Cure. Studies, 
mn Well, Vle remove 
Her ſafe enough both from his pow*r, and Love, 
Love 1s a Paſſion for luxurious peace, 


When idlcneſs indulges the Diſcaſe, 

But not for Active Souls. Pve found the way 

To tura that current which I cannot ſtay. [Exit. | 
SCENA 


-SCENA TERTIA. Scene, the Pg 
- Enter Smerdis, with a Letrey, 


Smeird. He that fo well a Kingycan counterfeit, 


( 17 ) 


Should ſcora to ſtick at any {maller chear. 
From his own Copies too | have fo near 
Purſu'd Theramnes Hand, and Character, 


That the molt curious, nay, Ther wmncs's Eye, 
Did he but ſee's, could ſcarce th: cheat deicry, 


Well, iv muſt tak. | hall fo happy prove, 


Both to fiad our, and © confound their Love. 
Fracr Theramnes, who ſeeing Smerdis, offers to withdraw. 


Theramnes, \tay. 
Ther —— 


-I fear I am too rude. 
Smerd Theramnes, no, a Friend cannot intrude. 
Ther. Bur | have preſt into your privacies. 


Smerd. Friendſhip above all private buſineſs is ; 


Unleſs it be the high concerns of 


And Honour. Burt there we two equal prove 


Rivals in both. 
Ther, What means my King ? 


Smerd. co 


Love 


I mean 


Only one Beauty ore us both does Reign, 


Ther. N95, you whoſe Empire's greatneſs is above 
All Rivals, ſhould admit none in your Love. 


And think you that my confidence aſpires 


To Court that Braaty which my King admires. 
Smerd. Think you | can velicve you never ſaw 


The Ejes and Charms of the fair Phedima, 
Or can you utter ſo prophane a word, 
To ſay ſhe can be ſeen and not ador'd ? 


Ther. Love, like Religion, never choſe one way : 


%s 


That all ſhould to one Obje&t homage pay. 


The Sun does to the World his ſight afford, 


But by the Perſians only is ador'd. 


Smerd. Becauſe the reſt o'ch* World are ignoraat, 
And do the knowledge of his God-head waat. 


But you who know how great Divinity 
In Phedima's moſt ſacred Breaſt does lye, 


Can't but adore her, 
Ther. 


In this one glory 1 out-rival you ; 


Thoſe eyes which did the Perſian King ſubdue, 
Their powr's too weak to Captivate my heart. 
” 4 Hig Love's too ſtrong to be compelPd by Art, 


Yes, I can do more: 
I am beyond her Beauties Charms, and pow'r. 


lace, 


vanls 


@Y 
* 
© 
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r ford to a Confeſſion: 
mr 'Twas th' exceſs 
Of paſſion made my jealouſic tranſgreſs. 
But now Pm fſatisfy'd. That I may prove 
I don'c ſuſpet your Loyalty, nor Loye, 
I will iotruſt this Letter to your care, 
But you muſt firſt on your Allegiance ſwear, 
Ther. | ſwear. And 1n obcdience to your will, 


'Whatever youu commariid 1 will fulfil, 


That to a SubjcQs care you dare intruſt : 

Since your commands can be no leis than juſt. 
Smerd. Preſent that Letter thin to Phedima, 

And if ſhe chance to ask by whom *cwas writ, 

Beware you do not tell her, but withdraw, 

Leſt thar ſhe ſhould refuſe the reading ir. 

Then carefully forbear to viſit her 

Until ſuch time that ſhe an Anſwer ſends ; 

For by that means | ſhall my uit prefer ; 

And you will thus oblige your beſt of Friends. 

And then, Sir, whatſoe*re her anſwer be, 

(For through your hands ?will come) preſent it me: 

Though he ſo reſolutely did maintain 

He did not Love, their Love is but too plain ; 

How could ſhe elſe ſuch Cruelty have ſhown 

To him who with his Love proffer'd his Throne ? 

Her Pallion has ſome more than common tye, 

When proffer*d Crowns can't ſhake her conſtancy. 

And that Theramnes is the Objett too, 

What was it elſe made him fo raſhly Vow, 

W hen he. but late Afted her Champions part, 

To write ber wrongs on her Offender*s Hearr. 

When the ſlight wrongs could only cauſe afford 

For a Woman's anger, and a Lover's Sword. 

But yet this Letter will my doubts remove. 

J] ſhall diſcover their Intrigues of Love. 

If fo 

By treack*rous ſmiles I will his ruine AQ, 

As ſtranded Vellels in a calm are Wrackt. 


(Afide, 


Exit Theramnes with 
the Letter, 


[Exit, 


Scena Quarta. Scene, 4 Chamber, 
Enter Ph:dima, and Orinda, with Atoſſa, Auretta, ard other waiting Ladies. 


Orind, Siſter, you are ſo fortunate, to have 
The Perſian Monarch for your Beauty's Slave ! 

Phed. No, in my Love Ambition has no part. 
Monarchs may rule an Empire, not a Heart, 
Whilſt my Darius lodges here, my Breaſt 


Too 


[3 


"(w} 


Too narrow is for any other gueſt. 

May Smerd:s ſtill the Perſian Scepter bear, 

And may he ſtill Reign ev'ry where——but here. F Points to her Breaſt, 
Orind Does then your Breaſt no- other thoughts produce ? 

Love, like Wars Combats, ſhould admit ſome truce. 

Your pardon, Siſter, if ſo bold | prove 

To tell you what Orinda thinks of Love. 

Atoſſa ſing the Song I taught you. 


Atoſla ſings. 


She that with Love is not poſſeſt, Whilſt we grow pale, grow pale, and loſe 
Has not for that the harder Heart : our Charms, 


I think the ſofter, and more tender Breaſt, 
Would dull, would dull, would dull, and Love does againſt it ſelf conſpire z; 


damp the dart. Such languiſhing deſires imparts 
That quench the fuel, yet preſerve the fire, 
Away with melancholly fits, Clonding thoſe eyes, thoſe eyes, whence 
Whoſe ſtrange effett our eyes diſarms, Love takes darts. 


Depoſes Beauty, and diſtratts our wits, 


Enter Theramnes, with a Letter, 
Ther, This Letter your peruſal asks. 
Phed. From whom 
Do you, Theramnes, in Embaſſage come ? 
Ther. My meſſage, Madam, you will find writ there, 
Both in the Subject, and the Charatter. ( Ex. 
[Phedima opens the Letrer, and reads to her ſelf, and ſeems diſorder*d. 
Orind. W has ſtrange diſorders in her looks ariſe ? 
How ſhe caſts darcs of fury from her eyes ? 
Phed. Shame and confuſion has ſo filPd my Breaſt, 
That I want patience to read out the reſt. 
Siſter, do you proceed, look, and ſee there, 
W hat you will bluſh to read, and I to hear. [Orinda reads the Lettey, 


Theramnes, to the Conſtant Phedima. 


Ince our mutual Vows of Love have rais'd me to a pitch above hope or fear, to 

ſuch an aſſurance of your affeftion, that I find the greateſ® Monarch in the 
World cannot ſupplant me in your eſteem, nor raiſe his Love on the ruines of mine ;, Tou 
then, who have grven my fr” a Life, have given it alſo confidence to requeſt the ſpeedy 
crowning of our deſires, t0 avoid the trouble of more numerons Rivals, which your 
Beauty cannot but daily add to your former Conqueſts, But ſince the immediate ſervice 
of my King will not permit me as yet to wait upon you, be pleard to ſend me an 
Anſwer, but ſuch an one (as I doubt not but you will) as ſhall proclaim me, as 1 
am, your moſt faithful, ſs your moſt happy adorer Theramanes. 


Phed. Proud Traytor to my Honour and his own; _ 
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..., confidence ſwells to a height unknown, 


To dare 
Orind, Why ? Sifer, Lover's dare do more. 
Phed. Lovers! why ? Did he ever ipeak before ? 

Or utier che leaſt ſyllable, or word, 

T* expreſs I was the O';jett he ador% ? 

Contradts, ard promiſcs, which ] have givin? 

Perfidious Lyar both to Me and Heav'n : | 
Ormd, But perhaps he your kindncfs has miſtook ; 

For Lovers track their Fates in ev*ry look 

Their Ladies do impart ; and ev”ry glaiice 

Does to an unknown height their hopes advance. 

The Languages of Ladies {miles ſuffice ” 

For Lovers to read Contracts in their Eyes 

Did you ne*re ſmile, or ſome kind favonrs ſhow ? 

- Phed, Yes, what my Friendſhip did oblige me to, 
But could his proud Thoughts {o ambirions prove, 
To dare. to think my Friendihip was my Love ? 
No, Traytor, no. Theramnes, you ſhall find, 
Chooſing a Miſtreſs, you have loſt a Friend, 

But that which my diſdain and anger moves, 

Is not ſo much becauſe 7Theramnes Loves : 

Thy effects of Bcauty Bcauty can forgive : 

And we can pity thoſe we can't relicve. 

But that which merits my juſt ſcorn, is this, 

That he ſhould think my Conqueſt caſle is, 

Whilſt in this Leccer which you now have read, 

He docs for Triumph, not for Conqueſt plead, 

As if a Ladics Breaſt no Courage held ; 

But our tame Souls were only :aught to yield. 
Orind, Your furious anger roo much freedom finds, 

Silence b:comcs the Paſlions of gread minds. 

Phed. Siſter, ve done. Awetta, go and burn 

This Letter, Thus Ile Triumph in my ſcorn. 


Auretta. Condemn'd to th? Fire! That Sencence which you give, [ Aſide. 


Too cruel is, Ple grant it a Reprieve. LExit Auretta, with the Letter, © 
Phed. Bur ſeeing he an anſwer does require, 


Vle b2 ſo kind, Ple grant him his deſire : 
But ſuch an anſwer as ſhall make it known 
I underſtand his merits, and my own. 


SCENA QUINTA. Scexe, a Pavilion Royal. 
Enter Cambyles, and Prexaſpes. 


CExeunt.\| 


Camb. —— Enough I am convinced of Smerdis Fate. 
*Tis well my Blood does not diſturb my State, 
How ſits the Cloud upon Mandana's broy ? : 


Pres. She does no time but to her Teary allow. 
Camb. Marble ſheds Tears,. but cannot ſofter grovy : 
Her heart's ſtill hard, and ever will be ſo. 
You ſaid you for hcr griefs a cure defign'd. 

Prex. Sir, to divert thele troubles from her mind, 
I have-deſiga'd, after a Martial dance, 
A maſque of Captive :Princes ſhall advarice, 
Adorn'd with Cnains, aad Coronets of Gold : 
Seated upon whole necks you ſhall behold 
A Prince Triumphant, deckt with Martial ſpoils, 
Amidſt your Trophies, and great Cyr#s toyls. 
Hid in the Trophies of this Pageant King 
An Eagle on the ſudden ſhall take wing, 
A Crowa fixt to her Talons. As ſhe flyes - 
And hov*ring mounts ſtill nearer to the Skyes ; 
When at the utmoſt height ſhe fiads her Chain 
Do-s her intended Liberty reſtrain; 
Her Fetters ſhall her tow'ring flight recall, 
Forc'd down, ſhe at Mandana's feer ſhall fall, 
And there depoſe het Crown. 

Camb. ———-Condudt her in, 
And I*t this glorious Scene of Love begin. 
Thus Vie deſcribe my p-ſſion. Love ſounds beſt, 
Like Oracles in Myſteries expreſt. 


Enter Prexaſpes and Mandana, The King and Mandana ſeated, a Martial Dance 
is perforwd ;, the Dance ended, the Scene opens, and the Maſque is repreſemed ;, at 
which Mandana riſes, and offers to go our # Ar which Cambyſes follows ber, and 
the Scene ſhuts, : 


[Exit Prex. 


Camb. Stay, Cruel Princeſs, ſtay. , Are your fair eyes 
Afraid to look on their own Victories ? 
Or, are you ſtirtPd at your own great pow?r, 
To ſee your Slave in the Worlds Conquerou: ? 
Who from your influence does his greaineſs take, 
And Conquers only for Mandana*s ſake. 
Mand. O Fatal Beauty ! wagt Mandana's eyes 
That made you win her Crown, and Sacrifice 
Her Fathers Blood ? 
Camb,. Your loſſes Þle reſtore, 
Wirth Crowns more bright than Amaſis e?re wnre. 
Mand. No, Tyrant know, my Soul's not ſunk fo far, 
To ſtoop to my great Fathers Murderer, 
Have 1 my ſelf no better underſtood, 4 
Then thus to found my greatneſs on his blood? 
Your proffer'd Crowns cannot my thoughts controul, 
You have ſubdu'd my Empire, not my Soul. 
Camb, Madam, how dare you thus p _ his hate 


— 


% 
« _— 


Who% 
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:.., confidence ſwells to a height unknown, 


To dare 
Orind, Why, ? Sifer, Lover®s dare do more. 
Phed. Lovers! why ? Did he ever ipeak before ? 
Or uticr che leaſt ſyllable, or word, 
T” expreſs I was the O';jett he ador% ? 
Cortratts, ard promiſcs, which ] have giv*n? 
Perfidious Lyar both to Me and Heav'n ? 
Ormd, But perhaps he your kindncfs has miſtook ; 
For Lovers track their Fatcs in ev*ry look 
Their Ladies do impart ; aud ev'ry glaice 
Does to an unknown height their hopes advatice. 
The Languages of Ladies {inil-s ſuffice ” 
For Lovers to read Contracts in their Eyes 
Did you nere ſmile, or ſome kind favonrs ſhow ? 
- Phed, Yes, what my Friendſhip did oblige me to, 
But could his proud Thoughts io ambirions proye, 
To dare. to think my Friendihip was my Love ? 
No, Traytor, no. Theramnes, you ſhall find, 
Chooſing a Miſtreſs, you have loſt a Friend, 
But that which my diſdain and anger moves, 
Is not ſo much becauſe Theramnes Loves : of 
Thy effects of Beauty Bcaury can forgive : 3 
And we can pity thoſe we can't relieve. 
But that which merits my juſt ſcorn, is this, 
That he ſhould think my Conqueſt caſie is, 
Whilſt in this Letter which you now have read, 
He docs for Triumph, not for Conqueſt plead, 
As if a Ladics Breaſt no Courage held ; 
But our tame Souls were only :aught to yield. 
Orind, Your furious anger too much freedom finds, 
Silence becomcs the Paſſions of gread minds. 
Phed. Siſter, Yve done. Awetta, go and burn 
This Letter, Thus Vie Triumph in my ſcorn. 
Auretta, Condemn'd to th? Fire! That Sencence which you give, [ Aſide. 


Too cruel is, Ple grant it a rieve. LExit Auretta, with the Letter. © 
Phed. Bur ſeeing he an anſwer does require, 4 


Vle b2 ſo kind, Ple grant him\ his deſire : 
But ſuch an anſwer as ſhall — it known 
y 


I underſtand his meri:s, and my \own. FExeunt. 


SCENA QUINTA. Scene, a Pavilion Royal, 
Enter Cambylſes, and Prexaſpes. 


Camb. — —Enough I am convince'd of Smerdis Fate. 
"Tis well my Blood does not diſturb my State, 
How ſits the Cloud upon Mandana's brow ? - 


Prex, She does no time but to her Teary allow; 
Camb. Marble ſheds Tears, but cannot ſofter grow : 
Her heart's ſtill hard, and ever will be ſo. 
You ſaid you for hcr griefs a cure deſign'd. 

Prex, Sir, to divert theſe troubles from her mind, 
I have-deſiga'd, after a Martial dance, 
A maſque of Captive :Princes ſhall advance, 
Adorn'd with Cnains, and Coronets of Gold : 
Seated upon whole necks you ſhall behold 
A Prince Triumphaut, deckt with Martial ſpoils, 
Amidſt your Trophies, and great Cyr#s toyls. 
Hid in the Trophies of this Pageant King 
An Eagle on the ſudden ſhall take wing, 
A Crowa fixt to her Talons. As ſhe flyes - 
Auad hov”ring mounts ſtill nearer to the Skyes ; 
When at the utmoſt height ſhe fiads her Chain 
Do:s her intcaded Liberty reſtrain; 
Her Fetters ſhall her cow'r ing flight recall, 
Forc'd down, ſhe at andana's feet ſhall fall, 
And there depoſe het Crown. 

Canb. ——  —-Condutt her in, 
And l*t this glorious Scene of Love begin. [Exit Prex: - 
Thus Ile deſcribe my p-ſſion. Love ſounds beſt, 
Like Oracles in Myſteries expreſt. 


Enter Prexaſpes and Mandana, The King and Mandana ſeated, a Martial Dance 
5s perforwd ;, the Dance ended, the Scene opens, and the Maſque is repreſented ;, at 
which Mandana rſes, and offers tro go owe; At which Cambyſes follows ber, and 
the Scene ſhuts, | ; 


Camb. Stay, Cruel Princeſs, ſtay. , Are your fair eyes 
Afraid to look on their own Victories ? 
Or, are you ſtictPd at your own great pow?r, 
To ſee your Slave in the Worlds Conquerou: ? 
Who from your influence does his greaiacſs take, 
And Conquers only for Mandana?s ſake. 
Mand. O Fatal Beauty ! wast Mandana”s eyes 
That made you win her Crown, and Sacrifice 
Her Fathers Blood ? 
Camb, Your loſſes Þle reſtore, 
Wirth Crowns more bright than Amaſis e?re wore, 
Mand. No, Tyrant know, my Soul's not ſunk ſo far, 
To ſtoop to my great Fathers Murderer, 
Have 1 my ſelf no better underſtood, 
Then thus to found my greatneſs on his blood? 
Your proffer'd Crowns cannot my thoughts controul, 
You have ſubdu'd my Empire, not my Soul. 
Camb. Madam, how dare you thus p "— his hate 


Who's 


— 
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Who's the diſpoſer of your Crown, and Fate? _ ; gage 
Mand. Ay, Sir, you of my Life and Throne diſpoſe z Þ* Pigs 

And thoſe are trifles I could wiſh to loſe. 

But know, proud King, my Virtue Ple ſecure: 

My Honour is above a Tyrant's pow'r. | 
Camb, Captive, farewel Since you ſo ſtubborn proye, 

I will take care you ſhall be taught to Love. 

A guſt of Paſſjon has uncalm'd my Soul ; 


» 


[Exit, 


| My Blood does with a livelier motion roul. 


A fierce aſſ.ult my drowſie Soul does ſtorm ; 
And bids my Love wear a more manly form. 
My reaſon now ſhall my blind Paſſion guide 
le be a Vaſlal to her Eyes, not Pride, 
Since then my mildneſs could ng4 win; a ſmile, 
Ple learn to Court her in a rougher ſtile. 
Enter Otanes, Darius, and Artaban, 
My lab*ring thoughts muſt now make truce, My Lords, 
Will there be an imployment for our Swords ? 
How ſtrong's their Garriſon, how great their Force ? 
Otan, Their number, Sir, is fifty thouſand -Horſe : 
And twice that number is their Infantrie; 
Camb. Then they are fit to be o*recome by me. , 
You then muſt know from whence this War does fpring, 
And who would be my Brother, and your King. 
Dar. Who, but your Brother, durſt your ſeat ſupply 7 
A baſer Blood could ne*re have thoughts io high. 
Camb. You are miſtaken, Sir, he wears no Crown, 
Unleſs that ſome kind God has lent him one. 
Smerdis is dead. 
Otan, m— how dead ? And by whoſe hand ? 
Camb, It was by His, and *wwas by my command. 
Otan. Then the War*s done; you've rob'd us of our Foe. 
Camb, Ay, Sir, of him I rob*d you long ago : 
'Tis not my Brother that does wear my Crown. 
Artab. Your Brother dead, yet Smerdss in your Throne ? 
Dar. Who then is he dares that high Title claim, 
Uſurping both your Empire, and his name ? 
Camb. Falſe Pataſithes, whom I raisg?d above 
Either my Subjects Envy, or their Love, 
Has in requital rob*d me of that Throne 
Under whoſe luſture he ſo bright was grown. 
Thus the Moons kindneſs does the Suns requite, 
Eclipſing him from whom ſhe takes her light. 
His Kinſman Smerdss be does ſubtly bring 
To repreſent my Brother, and your King. 
Enter to them, Smerdis, 4iſpuir'd, 
What's he that to our Preſence does intrude 2 


[ Points to Prex. 


Smerd, 
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Smerd. Sir, "tis my Loyalty that makes me rude. 
Prex. *Tis. he, Great Sir, who- in-our cauſe! does joyti 
The chiefeſt Agent in our Grind deſign. 
Camb. And do you know: that: Smerdss, Sir; that wou'd 
Lay claim both to my Empire, and my Blood ? 
Smerd, Dread Sir, to me he is ſo near ally'd, 
He from my Breaſt cannothis ſecrets hide. 
Camb. But are you ſure he is- your truſty Friend ? [7s Pex. 
Prex, As ſure as all the tyes on Earth can bigd. 
Smerd. On this, great King, we've founded our defign : 
The charge of S/a's Weſtern Gate is mine. 
And that which co our ſafety does conduce, 
You know the conſequence of a lezzy Truce, 
Truces which ſeem but Martial Maſques, and are 
The Crimes of Peace drcſt in the Garb of War. 
Know then, during this Truce, his Forces be 
Arm'd only for their Eaſe and Luxurie. 
You then this Night ſhall with your Army wait z 
Ple give you entrance at the Weſtern Gate. 
Then on the Eaſt le give a falſe Alarm, 
That e're his Party ſhall have time to Arm, 
You ſhall have forc*'d your Paſlage, won the Town, 
Seiz'd the Uſurper, and regain'd your Crown. 
Camb. Well, Ple this Night, advancing in their head, 
To S»/a my Triumphant Forces lead : 
None but my Sword my quarrel ſhould decide. 
Dar. Conqueſt and you, Sir, ever were ally'd. 
But, Sir, the breach of Truce a ſtaia will be 
To the bright Glory of your Vittory : 
?Twill an Eclipſe to your great Fame produce. 
Camb. Why, Sir, was it not | that made the Truce ? 
Dar. It was. 
Camb, Then what I made I may deſtroy : 
In this deſign you muſt your Swords imploy. 
Dar. When you command, the cauſe we do not weigh. 
You've taught our Swords to Conquer, and obey. 
Camb See that our entrance be with care prepar'd. [To Smerd. 
We ſhall not want ſucceſs, nor you reward. 
[Exit Cambyſes, Otanes, Darius, and Artaban. 
Smerd, Nought but his Death fhall for reward ſuffice ; 
For when he enters Su/a's Walls, he dyes. 
*Tis the laſt Conqueſt that his Sword ſhall have, 
To win that, ground on which he makes his Grave. 
Brave Friend. 
Prez; His death ſhall make our Friendſhip good : 
| #8 No gyes fo ſtrong as what are writ in Blood. [Exennt. 
TY ; Finis At ſecundi, 


---. 
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AQus Tertius. Scena Prima; Sceze, The Palace. 


Enter Smerdis, Pataſithes, and Captain of the Guards, 


l, L of LF ,3091 
Capt. He Guards are ſet, the Ambuſcado: laid. | 
£L Pat. All preparations for the deed are made. 

Smerd. You know your charge jn this deſign, go wait, 

And give him entrance at the Weſtern Gate. LExeunt Patalithes, and Caps, 
Enter Theramnes, with a Letter, , 

Ther. Great Sir, your Royal pleaſure, is obey*d : 
Your Letter I with my own hand convey'd. 
And this, 1 gueſs, her anſwer does declpre : 
For though it does no ſupericription bear, 
From hence ?tis yours | do th: more preſume, 
Your Titles being too large for ſo ſmall room. 

Smerd. Yes, they are large 
When they beyond the name of King extend, 
To that more glorious Title of your Friend. -/ [CEmbraces him, 
You know your charge, Sir, in this Nights deſign. | 

Ther, Rivals in Empire can't together ſhine. 
This Night Cambyſes dyes. Whilſt Smerds is. 
Crown'd for our King, he 'for our. Sacrifice [Exit, 

Smerd. Now, if I find he does her Love enjoy, [Opening the Letter. 
Her kindneſs then her Lover ſhall deſtroy. 
I know his Courage, and I will take. care 
In this Nights cauſe he ſhall engage ſo far, 
To meet his Death. - ?Tis a ſmall Crime, to prove 
Falſe to my Friendſhip, to promote my Love, [ Reads the Letter, 


| Phedima, to Theramnes. 

| Bio d Traytor, ſince your Confidence has rais*d you to a pitch above fear or ſhame, 

to dare to prophane my eyes with ſuch a ſcrownl of Blaſphemies, in taxing Phedima 
of a Co" trat? to T heramnes ; Since your guilty paſſion has made this your firſt addreſs, 
know, t” at you have rais'd your Love on the ruins of your Friendſhip, and that your 
guilt may be your puniſhment, may you Love ſtill, and to that height, that I may 
rriumph in my ſcorn, and make my Crnelty able to give deeper wounds than my eyes : 
Love, and aiſpas ». | ar ſince your eternal Baniſhment can only give A ſtop to all fu* 
ture Crimes of th s Nature, never dare to ſee me more 


This does difſoly e my fears. Theſe lines do ſhew 
Smerd:s is happy now, but cruel too z 

To be thus jealo ts of ſo brave a Friend. 

But ſince 1 did *gainſt Friendſhips Laws offend, 
Fle AQ ſuch things as ſhall my fault redeem ; 
Kings can both ACt and expiate a Crime. 

And though Theramnes Fri: nd did the offence, 
Theranmes's King that Crime will recompence. 
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SCENA SECUNDA. Scene, the Camp. 
Enter Darius, «#4 Oſiris. 


Dar. During this Truce we will to S»ſa go 
To pay a debt | to my Princeſs owe. 
Two Sovereigns, young Prince, have each their part, 
The King my hand, and Phed:ma my Heart, 
But, .Sir, your Friendſhip ſhares part in my Breaſt : 
I can't give yall, but truſt you with the reſt, 
This Viſit too is not alone deſign'd 
T” a Miſtreſs, but your ſecond lelf, a Friend. 
Of. My Rival, Sir, name him, what Friend is he ? 
Dar. 1 am unknown to him, and he to me, -, 
Strangers to each. vB 
Or. —— That is a Riddle too; 
A Friend, and one you never ſaw, nor knew. 
Dar, Bur, Sir, I am no ſtranger to his Fame : 
Theramnes's Virtues do my Friendſhip claim. 
Oſir. But whence ariſe this myſtick ſympathy ? 
> Dar, *T was Phedima's fair hand that made this tye. 
His worth, his deeds, his ſervice ſhe commends : 
That *rwere unjuſt we ſhould be leſs than Friends. 
She gives him ſuch a glorious Character, 
That being his Friend, I do but ſecond her. 
And then her Letters tell me, how that ſhe 
Has giv*n him ſuch a Character of me, 
That he already is impatient grown, 
Till both of us are to each other known. 
Oſir. Friendſhip a ſtranger progreſs never made,, 
That by a Mediatour is convey*d, 
.You Court Theramress Love, a Friend unſeen ; 
As Kings by Proxies Court a Forreign Queen. 
Enter Meſſenger, who delyvers Darius 4 Letter. 
Dar. From whence ? 


Meſs. From Suſa, Sir. : 
Dar. - Then may it prove, [Kiſſes the Lettey; 


Some kind and happy Embaſly of Love. Opens the out-ſide Letter, and reads, 


Auretta, to ber Lord Darius. H—_ 
T He greatneſs of your generous favours, and the confidence you have been pleaſed 
: to place me in, has obliged me, having found this Letter eſcap'd from my La- 
dies hand, to preſent it to yours, as a token that 1 am ſtill your moſt faithful confident 

of your paſſion, and Advocate in your Love , Auretta, 
| [Opens the incloſed, and reads, 

Theramnes, to the Conſtant Phedima, : 

The Prologue's ſtrange———but Ple ſuppreſs my doubt, 
And 


_ 
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wonder, till I've read it out. 

Ang Bay "BY [Reads to himſelf, and ſeems much diſorder*d. 

Ofir. What ſudden change does in his Face appear ? 
Such looks Darius brow nere us'd- to wear, 
It muſt be ſomething more than common blaſts 
Of Fortune can raiſe ſtorms within his Breaſt. 

Dar. —— Your moſt faithful, and moſt happy adorer, Theramnes [Reads aloud. 
Are theſe the plagues of Love? Am I berray'd ? 
Has ſhe a Contract with Theramnes made ? 
And can Heav*a ſuffer it ? Sir, if you dare 
Out-face the worſt of Treaſons, read 'em there [Gives the Letter to Oſiris. 
Try if your Courage does not ſtart to ſee 7 
A more inhumane Barb'rous Cruelty, | 
Than Heav*n, or Hell, Furies, or Fate, 
Bur Woman can invent,- -but theſe are ſmall, 
And petty ſportive Crimes in them, to prove 
Falſe, and dilloyal to their Oaths, and Love. 
Is this the Man ſhe prais'd ? Is Love fo blind, = þ 
| could not ſee my Rival in her Friend ? . "7 

Ofir. She does her merits wrong. But *tis the Fate [| Having read the Letter, 
Of Lovers, Sir, to be unfortunate. 

Dar. But ſince Darixs ſuch hard fortune bears, 
I will out-do the malice of my Stars. 
Ple be more Cruel than my Fate, le make 
My juſt revenge my injur*d caule partake. 
Revenge the only pleaſure of deſpair : 
Him from her Breaſt, or her from his Ile tear. 
Ple end my wrongs by his or my own Fate; 
Loſing her Love, I will deſerve her hate. 
His Blood, or mine, my fury ſhall atone : 
Ple cauſe his fall, or cruſh him with wy own. 


SCENA TERTIA Scene, a private Walk. 


Enter Phedima, and Orinda, 


or all, ' [Ragingly. 


[ Exennt. 


Phed, Theramnes ſure durſt not commit a Fat, 
Should forfeit all his Honour in one AR, 
The Virtues of his Breaſt ſo numerous were, 
He could not in one moment raze out all ; 
Great Virtues, like great Empires, ruin'd are, 
They by degrees mult ſink, before they fall. 
To dare to write that which he needs muſt know 
Was falſe, and | muſt needs reſent it ſo. 

Orind. No more———— fee Theramnes walk this way. 

Phed, Then, to reſolve"my doubr, 0: inds ſtay, 
And tax him of his Love, and by degrees 
Search out the' grounds of his late injuries; 


j 
( 27) 
And found his heart, and how: he does refent 
My Cruclty, and his late baniſhmeng, Exit Phedima, within the Scer: 
Enter Theramnes. to over-bear them, 
Orind, Theramnes, let me bat one queſtion moye. 
Ther. Your pleaſure, Madam. | 


Orind,. Did you ever Love ? 

Ther, What. does ſhe m.an! that ſhe whom I adore ) 
Should ask me that 1 ne*re durſt ſpeak before. | 
Aſſiſt me, Courage, that | may but prove eſa. 


So Valiant, as to tell her that I Loye. | 
Orind. What, does your anſwer need ſo great a pauſe ? 
Ther, And can you doubt th*effet, who are che cauſe ? 

How can you think that he who ſees your Eyes, 

Can be exempted from their Victories ? 

To doubt | love you your own pow'r ſuſpect : 

From ſuch bright Charmes who can his heart protect ? 

Strangers to Love muſt Strangers be to you : 

Orind, See -how his confidence flatters me too. 
But | perceive his Art, he by this pauſe 
Seeks to divert me from my Siſters cauſe, | 


By forcing me t” a bluſh on my own ſcore, Aſiae. 
That 1 may tax him in her name no more. \ | 

His guilt's ſo great, that he's aſham'd to hear ——— 

But ſhall 


Sir, theſe expreſſions needleſs are ; 
I know your Love. c 

Ther. What could my Stars do more, 

Then that Orinda knew my Love before ? [Hſode, 

Orind. Since you your ſelf a Captive do confeſs, 
Theramnes, then leave it to me to gueſs 
Your Conquerous. 

Ther, How cunningly ſhe would: my paſllion hear, 
Yet ſeems aſham'd that 1 ſhould tell it her ! 
Well, in ſuch language Vle my paſlion dreſs, Aſide. 
She ſhall not bluſh to hear what Fle expreſs. | 

Orind. But of what date has this your paſlion been ? 

Ther, Since the firſt day 1 had my Conqu'rour ſeen. 

In a deep ſilence, and as great a fear, 

In vain 1 ſpent a long and tedious year. 

And like that year now it's whole courſe is run, 
There fiad my ſelf where 1 at firſt begun. 

Orind. And could your -paſſion to this heig ht adyance,, 
And you not dare to give it utterance ? 

Ther, My paſſion, Madam, 1 could ne're diſguiſe 


| $0 much, but ſhe might read it in my eyes. 


Beauties that in our hearts nouriſh a fire, 
Like ro the Gods that does thole flames 1nſpire, 


a—ricy i UI re >e 7 


«. 7 Abs  roery ca angry Tc, af”, aol Sei - 


* a.L 


Their Servants ſilence ſeldom do miſtake, 

But know their wiſhes, though they never ſpeak; 

Thus I have utter'd it. i 

| Orind, +———- And only thus ? # 
Ther. Perhaps ſome few ſighs an cfcape have made : 

But thoſe I checkt as too ambitious, 

Fearing thry had my high-plac'd Love betray'd. 
Orind. Did you nere write to her whom yeu ador'd ? 
Ther, My paſſion ne*re ſuch Courage could afford. 

I ncver did, nor durſt. 

Orind. — Falſe man, I ſaw 
That Letter which you wrote to Phedima, 

Where you ſo boldly did your Love defend, 

And to her heart fo great a right pretcad, 

As if you there had been fo long a gueſt, 

That nothing could remove you from her Breaſt. 
Ther. Whar does ſhe mean ? Ualeſs ſhe jealous be 

I Love elſe-where, and crys my conſtancy. 

If it be ſo, how can I happier prove ? 

For where there's jealoulie, there muſt be Love. 
Orind. Speak, did you not preſume to tell her, how 

You claim'd her Love by Contract, and by Vow ? 

Can you deny*r? or think I never ſaw, 

Theramnes to the Conſtant Phedima ? 

Did 1 not ſee*s by your owa hand convey*d ? 

Ther. Too late I find Pm by my King betray'd. 
*Twas from another hand that Letter came : 

I neither th? Author, nor the-Subject am. 

Orind. Falſe man, did it not bear your name, and can 
Your confidence deny you are the Man ? 

Ther. O pardon me, if Arguments I want ' 

To clear my ſelf of what Pm ignorant, 

As well as innocent. That I may prove 

I nere aſpired to your fair Siſters Love: 

Nor ever could, nor durſt ; let this ſuffice, 

I owe my Conqueſt to Orinda's eyes. 

Orind. Oh, now | find this anſwer merits more 
Th:n all your rudeneſs on my Siſters ſcore. 

Since thus your guilt toa mult extend to me, 

Know, I can frown, and ſcorn, as well as ſhe; 

Ther. Stay, Cruel, ſtay, andfrown again, ſo fair 
A Beauty Charms ey?n in her frowns does wear. 

Orind. Since your Audaciousfolly*s grown ſo great, 
Yes, I will ſtay; but only to repeat | 
Thar ſentence which my Siſter gave before, 
Theramnes, never dare to ſee me more. ; 

Ther, Condemn'd never to ſee Orinda more ! 


[Proffers to go ont, 
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And, am I baniſht on my Princes ſcore ? 

To which of theſe two ſhall I faithful be, 

Thus ſtreighten'd betwixt Love'and Loyalty ? 

For there | to my King have ſilence ſworn, 

Performing which 1 gain my Miſtreſss ſcorn; 

On th? other ſide, ſhould I, in my defence, 

Accuſe my King, and prove'my innocence : 

Should I diſcloſe by whom thoſe lines were writ ; 

And by mine, my King's Treachery requite : 

On this ſide then Theramnes would but prove 

Falſe to his Honour, to promote his Love. 

But Vle be ns [of _ and a ek things, 

As ſhall expreſs that I can out-do Kings. "I 
ws B E Enter Phedima. and Orinda: Len 
Phed. Siſter, his Conqueſt to your eyes is due : 

And Loving you he cannot Love me too- | 

Emer two Villains, aneſpicd by Phedima, and Orinda, 
1./;l, We are to ſeize the Princeſs Phedima : | 
And ſhe has took a | aq Walk this way. 
2. Vil. And Pataſubes gave us charge, that we 
Should take the ſafeſt opportunity, 
1. Vil. Oh, heres the prize ; let's ſeize %em 
2.1. — Stay, Ple go, 

And ſee firſt if the Coaſt be clzar, or no 

Leſt by ſome ſudden reſcue they eſcape. [Exit ſecond Fyl, 
1, Vil, They're Objetts more for pity, than a rape; 

Had not our Patron's bounty made us bold, 

Beauty wants pow'r when we're firſt charm'd with gold. 

Phed. Denying that he writ it, does expreſs 

He has no hopes in't, nor expects ſucceſs. 

Then, Siſter, the deſign muſt only be 

A deed of malice in affront to me. 

But that he ſcorns. No, *tis ſome counterfeit, 

And by ſome other envious hand *twas writ. 

Enter again the ſecond Villain. 
2. Vil: Pve view'd around, and 1 can only ſpye 

One Man within the pr aſpeCt of my eye. 

1. Vil, One ſingle Man ſhall not diſturb our prize, 

For if he chance to come this way, he dyes. [They ruſh, and ſeizz the Ladges: 
Both Ladies, Help, help. lahumane Raviſhers, 

Emer Theramnes. 
Ther, What ſudden cry*s this that invades my ears ? 

Ha! Raviſhers! and my Orinda too ! | 

My Sword muſt plead what my Love could not do. [ Draws. 

Unhand %*em, Villains. Beauty never is | * 

Ordain'd for ſuch a rude embrace as this: : 

Unhand %em, or you dye. 

Li. V4, _ That you ſhall 4 
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Our Swords ſhall Aft that kindneſs, Sir, for you. [Both Yillains draw npon him, 


1 [The Ladies ſtep in between them, to part the, 
il, Phed. Hold, Villains, Hold. 
| Ther. Give me leave. 
My Title their baſe number does ſurpaſs ; 
I need no other Second, but your canle. [Pats the Ladies by, and fights, 
S.1 | [Phedima and Orinda run ont, crying, help. 
[- | ul Enter to them fighting, Darius. 

| all. Dar. Since Honour does to th* weakeſt part incline, 
wth 


Jl. Againſt ſuch odds it makes the Quarrel mine, Draws, axd fights on The- 
' | il Give them their Lives. Sreaney fide ; the two Vit 
"i 1. Hil. — — We ſcorn a baſe wx. "2g : Clains are worſted. 
ky We'll either Conquer*d dye, or Conqu'rours live. - [Fights on, two Villains fall. 
| | M- Ther. *Tis your aſliſtance has the glory won, 
iſ Your generous aid, Sir, has my Sword out-done. 
[ 


i Dar. Pm happy in performing Honours Laws, 
l But ſhall be happier when 1 know the Cauſe, 


| Wi! Ther. *Twas in two Ladies Quarrels that I drew 
| | it That Sword that's now made fortunate by you. 
| 9 il Beauties, whoſe pow'rful inflence is fo great, 
| | 4 To guide our Swords, we could not: but defeat 
1” An Army in their Cauſe. 4 8 
Bll Dar. Know you their Name ? 
F 


I} Ther. Strangers to that, arc Strangers too tq_Fame. 
Wk! Phedima, and Orinda. 4) 
of Wi Dar. Ha! In their Cauſe / \ 
T$ Ther.' —— Fortune could ne*re afford | 
| Wild" A cauſe more Noble to Theramnes's Sword. | | 
1 | Dar; Theramnes ! © ye gods ! Thanks to my Fate. © Afige, 
wi" That at this hour has made me fortunate. | 
: ' Ther, The happieſt chance that our kind Stars could ſend, 
J 1'} That we their Lives and Honours ſhould defend. 
#*: Dar. In their defence you have your Courage ſhown, 
But you will ſhew it betrer in your own. [ Draws. 
Ther, This ſtrange aſſault I canoot underſtand. 
Dar. My meaning's legible——here in my hand. | 
Ther, That Language is too hard to b*underſtood. 2 
Dar. It will be plainer when 'tis writ in Blood. | 
Draw, Traytor. 
Ther, =—— Firſt, you'l give me leave to know 
From what ſtrange root this ſudden rage does grow. 
Dar. Your parley does but my Revenge delay. - | | 
Ther, Then take your Conqueſt this more humble way, [Profers bis Sword. 
For Honour holds my hand from a deſign ED m7 
Againſt his Life who bravely gave we mine. | 
Dar. Honour a Refuge for your fear procures. 
«Fhax debt you owe wy Sword, pay it with yours. 


| Then: 
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Ther. Such a rude payment 
Dar. Such a weak pretence 
Serves but to yield a Coward a defence. 
Ther, My patience cannot to that name ſubmit, 
Fm ſorry you muſt-have the proofs of ix. [Both fight, 
[ Theramnes draws off from Dariug in fighting, and offers ro ſpeak, 
Ther, Sir, do but hear—— 
Dar. Muſt you a parley make, 
Thus to take breath, when cis the laſt you'll take ? 
CFights on, and gives Theramnes 4 mortal wound, 
Enter to them fighting, Oſiris, Phedims, 4d Orinda, 
Phed. What new aſſault is this ? 
Ofir. Darins, hold. 
Your fury *gainſt this Stranger is too bold, 
Ther, Darins | 
The only Man on Earth whom 1 deſfign'd 
To be my Friend, my Murderer | find. [ Aſide. 
Phed. Darins / . 
What Fatal cauſe enragd you to this ſtrife, 
To uſe your Sword *gainſt my Protector's Life ? 
Ther. My Blood runs flow : Fate now ACts its laſt part, [ Aſide. 
And Death's cold hand moves faintly o're my Heart. 
Phed, Pm bound in Honour for that aid you lent. 
Ther. That Bond you Cancel in th? acknowledgment. 
Phed. My freedom you releaſt, a gift ſo great, 
That | muſt owe a Ranſom, not a Debs. [To Ther. 
Bur, Sir, what rage arm'd you to this bold deed, [70 Dar. 
Againſt 7heramnes, whom the Fates decreed —— 
Dar. Againſt Theramnes whom you have decreed 
Should in your Love too happily ſucceed. 
Phed Are theſe the grounds? Your jealouſie remove, 
He's Rival to your Courage, not your Love. 
His Valour *cwas that did my Honour guard, 
Which your rude fury did but ill reward. 
From theſe bold Raviſhers, whoſe blood he ſpilgx, [Paints to the two Villains, 
Reſcu'd my Life, and recompenc'd their guils. 
Ther. My ling ring Spirits do ſtill faintly hauls ; | 
Death ſure has laid a ſizge, not an aſlaulc. [Afide, 
Dar. Since you miſtake his Love, you ſhall not err, 
Ple ſhew you't in a plainer Charafter. 
Have you forgot ſo ſoon ſince you firſt fa 
Theramnes to the conſtant Phedsma ? 


Dare you read this ? [Grves ber the Litter, 
Phed. What ist I dare not do ? [Looks wpon the Letter. 
Has falſe Avwretta then betray'd me too! [ 4/ides 
This pamphlet 1 have ſeen, and read, and mor9—— | 
But did Theramnes ever ſee's before ? &- 
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Know you this hand ? [Gives the Letter ts Theramnes: 
——-And do you know this Breaſt ? [To Dar. 

Suſpicious man, dares your weak faith digeſt 


$uch baſe low thoughts of me, to dare to think 
My Virtue can grow leſs, or Courage ſhrink ? 
Your Crime had been more venial, and leſs ſtrange, 
T” have thought my Beauty, than = Soul could change ? 
Whatever I durſt At, I dare defend. 
Ther. 1s this the kindneſs of my King and Friend ? " [Afide. 
It bears my Name, but not my Charatter. [Throws away the Letter. 


My paſſion is not written there, but here. [ Points to bis Breafs. 
In Phedima's' fair eyes ſuch glories ſhine, 


As may command all hearts to yield——But mine. 
But from her Charms I did my Breaſt defend : 
And I am not your Rival, but your Friend. 
Dar. And can you your own Name deny, and ſee 
That Letter witneſs of your perjurie ? 
Ther, That Letter, Sir, is forg*d and counterfeit. 
Dar. By whom ? 
Ther, You muſt not know by whom ?tis writ. 
... Dar. Then will I force 
Ther. You ſhall not, Sir, nor muſt 
I break my promiſe, nor betray my truſt. - 
Since. Honour does my ſecrecy enjoyn, 
Rather than break my Vow, Vle own it mine. 
Dar. Then will 1 force that breath to be your laſt, 
Ther, That Fatal ſentence is already paſt. 
Diſpute no more of that forg'd Charafter : 
But what your Valour, Sir, has writ, read here. 
Yet though your Sword has made my Blood ebb low, 
My Courage ſtill to the ſame height does flow, 
And ſtill my Breaſt is large enough t?afford 
Room for your Friendſhip, as it did your Sword. 
No more your groundleſs jealouſies purſue ; - 
My Conqueſt to Orinda's eyes is due. 
But 1 want breath, not words, for my defence, 
To prove Therarnesrs injur?d innocence. 
Yet if I win your Friendſhip, I can't call 
This my defeat, who conquer when [| fall. [Falls 
And may Theramnes now ſo happy prove, 
Who in his Life could not deſerve your Love, 
To win Orinda's pity when he dyes, [To Orinc 
Ia Life your Slave, in Death your Sacrifice. \ [Faints away, as dea: 
Phed. Now ſee what your miſtaken rage has done, 
And Triumph art the Conqueſt you have won. 
Look there, and tremble, if yon haye a ſence 
Of horror equal to his ignocence. 


[Points ts bis wonungs. 


ide. 
ter, 
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_ Dar. He, ! Too late thy, innocence appears : 
The current * wy'Ra e wed, ch to Tear, 
Oſiris, ron, call all the help "that's near, 

Whilſt 1 my helpleſs griefs eccho to th* Air. [Exit Oſiris. 
Yet the kind gods haye not plac'd Heaven fo high, 

But that our ſighs and pray*rs may mount the Sky. | 

Was this the only way to reach his heart, 
Where he too generouſly gave me part ? 
Could I thy Innocence no ſooner find ? Enter Oſiris, with Attendants whs 
Is Cruel Jealouſie, like Love, too blind ? taks up the Body of Theramnes, 
Thy blood by my unbappy hand was ſpilt, 

Love, like Religion, in th* exceſs grows guilt. © 

Thus Love turns Jealouſfie when too ſublime ; 

As Superſtition is Devotion's Crime. 

Uſe all theadrts that may reſtore his breath, To Oſiris, and the Attendants, 
Or begs at leaſt, one hour's reprieve of Death, {Þ,who carry off Theramnes. 
That I vhis parting Soul in Tears may tell 

My griefs, and take my long and laſt farewell. [Exeunt Oſiris, and Attendants. 
But hold, one debt more to his Virtues due : 

Oſiris, ſtay with my dead Friend Ple g0—— 


To th? other World thus thus. [Goes to fall upon his Sword. 
Phed. You are too bold : 
Hold your rude hands. [Stays him. 


Dar. And does ſhe bid me hold ? 

Phed. Yes, Sir, ſhe does ſhe dares not ſee you dye, 

Dar. Your kindneſs then recalls my deſtiny. [ Paſſionately. 
Phed. Darius, live 


For by your haſty fall, [ Changing ker woaice, 

Your Death would be too mild, and pain too ſmall. 

Your blood would be too Prodigally ſpilt: 

Live, only to be puniſht for your guilt. 

Or, if th”? experiment of Death you'd trye, 

"Tis fit you know your Sentence, ere you dye. © 

Death is but half the rigour of your Fate, 

Living you merit, dying, force my hate, 

And fall unpity'd. Now ſtrike, if you dare 

Try if your Conrage equals your deſpair. 

Thea ſhe whoſe kindneſs did your hand recal, 

Will be more kind ſhe'l ſmile—to ſee you fall. 
Dar. Oh, now | dare not dye. A ſtrange Reprieve, 

When Cruelty has pow'r to make me live. 

Before, her kindneſs did recal the ſtroke, 

And now her frowns my ſentence do revoke. 

Beauties have this prerogative alone, 

Their pow*r is equal, when they ſmile, or frown. 

My guilt deſerves the greateſt puniſhment, 

Torkures caa yield, or Juſtice can iavent. 


And 


ald nin 
And I could_willingly endure the weighr 


Of all that I deſerve, except your hate. [Orinda, whilf they beve been 
[having caſually taken up the Letter, and viewed it, baſtily brings it to 


Orind, W hart Seal is this ? 

Phed. The Arms of Perſia! 
Know you that Seal ? 

Dar, Till now, 1 never ſaw: 
It was the Signet of the King, 

Phed,  — This Seal 
Does then Theramness lnnocence reveal. 
For, in your abſence, Sir, the Perſian Kirg 
To me has made his Reart an Off-riyg 
And had I broke my Vows co you, I'de been 
No longer, Sir, your Miſtreſs, but his Queen, 
When { that Royal Preſent would not take, 
He thought *rwas for ſome happy Rivals ſake. 
Knowing th? eſteem 1 to Theramnes bore, 
He judg*d my Cruelty was on his ſcore. 
From thence, like you, his jealoufie he took, 


Whilſt he our Friendſhip for our Love miſtook z 


Then forg'd that Letter in 7Theramne/s Name, 
To trace our Paſſions, and diſturb our flame, 
Then judge, Sir, whether 1 inconſtant prove, 
ho for your ſake rs jet a Monarch's Love : 
ſince you now ſee [ am below a Throne, 
And have refus'd the proffers of a Crown. 


[Gives the Letter to Daring, 


Dar. You have- too much my burden'd Soul or*e-charg'd: 


My guilt's goo bad a Theme to be enlarg'd. 
But now I find my Crimes will have no end : 


At once I've wrong'd my Miſtreſs, and my Friend. 

But you*ve ſo much of Heav*o, you can forgive. 
Phed. Yes, Sir, | could, could but Theramnes live. 
Dar. | with my Tears will waſh away my Crime: 

With my loud Sorrows Þle reach Heav*n agd Him. 


Ile pay ſuch Incenſe for my black offence, 
Till 1 rake whiteneſs from his Lnnoceace. 


Phed. Darius, riſe——His Pray*rs, and Love's too ſtrong ;/ 


And | am too kind to be Cruel long. 


Dar. Thus you repeat thoſe Triumphs you have won, 
Your mercy Conquers as your Kyes have done, 
Phed. But ſee you pay ſuch Honours to his Grave, 


As may deſerve that pardon which | gave. 


Dar. Since pray*rs nor Tears cannot his Fate recal, 


But ſo much Virtue by my hand mult fall 
This to his duſt is but a lawful debr, 
Who ſhin'd in glory ſhall in glory ſet, 

I will erc& new Trophics to his Fame, 
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What from his Life I took, Ile pay his Name. 


Orind. My grief with yours, as Rivals, ſhall contend : T 
1 have a Lover loſt, you but a Friend, : ya 


[ 
SCENA QUART A 
Enter Prexaſpes, and Mandana. 


Prex, Can you refuſe Cambyſes.*s Love, who wou'd 
To purchaſe yours wade to new Crowns. in Blood ? 
Tis ſtrange that he cannot your heart ſubdue, 
To whom the Conquelt of the World is due. 
Mand. Thy Soul, and his, in this were Rivals ſtill : 
You never overcome, but when you kill, 
Prex. But, Madam, what | read in thoſe fair eyey——— 
Has poyſon int. There's ſomething in that Form [Apae, 
Diſtarbs my Soul, and does my Courage ſtorm. 
Madam, your Beauty. Oh, turn it away. 
Should L on that bright Object longer ſtay, 
Led by my wand'ring fires, 1 ſhould my Senſes quit ; 
And loſe my ſelf by gaziog after ir. 
Madam- Continuing with bis eyes fixt her. 
Mand, Is not your Meſſage yet expreſt £ n _"__ ; 
Prex. Your eyes won't give me leave to tell the reſt. 
Mand, | muſt confeſs his Love | would not hear : 
Death's frowns | can, his ſmiles 1 cannot bear. 
Prexaſpes, name no more Cambyſe,*s flame. 
Prex. Then, Madam, I may tell him, in. your name, —. 
1 am his Rival. y 
Her ſubtle Darts have made my heart their Prize, 
That ſure my SouPs tranſparent, as my Eyes, 
To let her Image 10. 
Bur tell me, can your Breaſt ſo Cruel prove, 
To om from your: _ all thoughts of Love ? 
Mand Now, my s, | remember thee, ' obs; 
Prex. Her alter*d Viſage wears a Myſtery, L441 [Sigh 
A brokeo ſigh, joyn'd with a fainting look ! 
Juſt ſo my Love its ſudden birth firſt rook. 
Her Attions copy mine : ſure my diſeaſe 
Infeftion is, and does new Subjects ſeize. 
For the ſame ligns argue the ſame dcfires : 
Perhps (he f.els my paias, and meets. my fires; 
If ſo, Taaaks to my Stars Since nobly you 
My heart have won, ſo nobly uſe it too, 
Whar, ſtart ? Yuu think it is Cambyſes, 
Mend, No, 
Both Lace, and chy iahumane deeds 1 know. 


[Aſide 


> Aſiae. E 


— 


a 
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Could I but think, that Love could be a gueſt 
To thy black Soul, and harbour in thy Breaſt; "3 | od 
The very name of Love *wwould odious make.  . '; | 
Prex. You muſt ſeem Cruel for your Honours ſake, - 


No more of this Advarcing up to hey. 
Mand. Stand off, Your aim you miſs,” l DE" 
What, ſtoop to him that Murder'd Amaſis ? 
Prex, That was Cambyſes's fault. | 
Mand, —————No, Slave, thy hand, 
Thy hand did Aft what he did but command. 
Prex. But his command did to your Life extend, | 
Which 1 did from his Cruelty defend z Titi Safl3 <1 ; 
And *rwas my favour that you did not dye. 144541 P'Pya _- 
Mand. No, Barb*rous Villain, *was thy Cruelty. | Ed 
Ye facred Pow'rs aboye what was my guilt, : - - ho wed nl 
That with my Father's Blood mine was'not fpilt ? -:. M13 
My Death Heav'as Fatal kindneſs did prevent; 1) © Mn 6 
Reſerviong me for greater puniſhment. | _—_ Ce, 
Prex, What, can it be a puniſhment to reſt TA | 
In the ProteCtion of a Prexaſpes's Breaſt ? - . il ws 
It cannot be, Mandara, Come, | fee Smart : 
You've learnt the Female ſlights of -Modeſty.:; ;: + 1: ; _ 
[Advances up to ber, and proffers to kiſs her hand, at which ſhe. ſteps from him: 
What, a retreat ? 3 $M 
As tis in Natures Laws, ſo *tis in Love 
TH effe&t's the ſame if th* Earth or Sun do move. 
And ſo our Love the ſame effect procures, 0163 ! 31 | 
If your heart move tow*rds mine, or mine tow'rds yours: | - 
Come then — a'Þ [Rudely frepping to ber, 
Mand. This Language, Sir, I cannot hear : i 
I can my Death, not thy addreſles bear. 
To thee Mandana's Breaſt thus kind can prove, 
To entertain thy Sword, but not thy Love. 
What, art thou ſlow, and doſt thou ſluggard ſtand, 
When beloy'd Murder does invite thy hand? : | "HY 
Prex. Captive, take heed leſt you provoke my hate. Way 
"Tis but ill policy to tempt your Fate. - - | F \G 
You truſt my Love, and therefore you preſume | 
But, Madam, know your ſcorn has changd your doom. 
Nought but your Love your ruin ſhall recal : | 
For they who once from my high favour fall, | 
Never leave ſinking, till they reach their Graves. ., | .., | 
Mand. *Twixt Love and Rage, like: meeting Tides, he raves. [Afide. | 
That Death he threatens gladly Pde. obky : 2 vi 
That Life 1 owe to Amaſis, I'de pay. ; 
Yet Amaſes ue | 


-. 


Do but this fault (if it be one) forgive, | os n 


£ 
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If for Oſiris 1 could wiſh to live. 

Enter Cambyſes, who meets Prexaſpes #0ins off 

Camb, Prexaſpes, is Mandana yet more kind ? pes gov of 
Prex. | cannot-meet her in (o good a mind. 

Camb, Since my late frowas and threatnings could not move 

Your Breaſt, le treat you with a milder Love, 


% 


Whow they- uſe Cruelty to make %em ſport: 
No, ſhe ſhall find my Love does higher flye : 
le either teach her how to Love, or dye. 

Camb. 1 of my frowns a Nobler uſe ſhould make, | 
To awe the trembling World, make Empires quake, 
And check Heay*ns Thunder. ?Tis not fit my brow, 
The terrour of the Wold, ſhould threaten you, 

No, you ſhall find Cambyſes, for your ſake, 
As mild and calm as Loves ſoft Charms can make. 

Mand. Cambyſes, no; rage, and be Cruel ſtill : 
Tyrants are not only kind, then when they Kill. 

My Death's the only kindneſs you can do : 
My Life 1 hate, fince ?tis preſervd by you. 

Camb. Hold : You're ungrateful. Though you've Cruel bin, 

Thus, thus Cambyſes will your favour win. 
You ſhall enjoy Oſiris —— Do not ſtart : 
"Tis he alone that lodges in your heart. 
To win your favour this brave deed I'le do; 
Be Cruel to my ſelf, and kind to you. 
Fame ſhall no longer to the World impart 
That 1 want pow*r to win a Ladies heart : 
For ſince all other means ſucceſleſs prove, 
To gain your kindneſs Ile reſign my Love. 

I xo my Rival will with Honour yield ; 

As the retreating Parthians win the field. 
Oſiris, Madam, is for you decreed, 

He is——1, and the gods have fo agreed. 

Mand. Oh, now | fear —— 

Camb. Now for his Arms prepare, 


Prex. She thinks 
I'm ſome tame Lover of the common ſort, / 
Aﬀide, 


Draw back that Curtain. The Scene appears, and on a Table appears the 
Take your Lover there. Body of Oliris, beheaded; & an Executioner 
Since you all leſſer offerings deſpiſe, Cmth the ſuppor?d head in a veſſel of Blood. 


Take there, take there your Beauty?s Sacrifice. 
- Mand, Ofiris Murder*d And can Heav'n be 

An idle gazer on his deſtiny ? 

Gods, can you ſuffer this; and yet lay claim 

To this low'r World ? Or, is your Thunder tame, 

To let the Tyrant live 2 Are not y* afraid, 

Who here below all Virtue has betray'd, 

Whea there's none left on Earth he =_ purſue, 
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The next blow he intends will be at you ? 


O Tyrant -Tyrant is a name too good 


Of Vertue from Oſiris Innocence ; 
You promisd that Mandana ſhould this day 


UN! Enjoy Ofiris. 
ſl! Canb, Ay, and ſo you may. 


To mix her Blood with his 2? 


Urlets you inſtantly reſolve to prove 


ft And Vle embrace it too as your kind gift, 


of | I do conjure you ſtrike, by all your guilt, 


By 211 that ſacred debt of Love I owe 
Ofiris, nay, and more, my Hate to you, 


My Virtucs are not ripe enough Uafford 
A Subje@Q for a bloody Tyrant's Sword. 


You ſhall wait longer for your deſtiny. 


Bat 


. 


Where 1 before for ever could have gaz'd. 
Oh, that I could but weep away my ſight, 


Oh, no, this ſtroke by your conſent was given, 
To rob the World, to add new Stars to Heay?n. 


For him whoſe Soul's ſo deeply ſtain'd in blood, 
Inhumane Murd*rer, had you learnt the ſence 


| Or borrow'd ſo much bluſhes from his blood, 

'v You had not rob'd the World of all that's good. 
iſ _ But, Sir, I hope you dowt this Virtue want, 
| But what you're pleas'd to promiſe you will grant. 


it Mand. Tyrant, why then does not Mandana fall, 
Camb, —— Madam, you ſhall. 


More juſt to the great Perſiay Monarch's Love. 
Mard. 1 will do more than Love, I1:t but your breath 
Pronounce my Fate, Ple thank you for my death : 


my. And th* only happineſs on Earth —that's Icfr, 
418 Come, in my Dcath let me your favour find- 
'F . What, muſt 24andana court you to be kind ? 


What, are the Furics vaviſht from your Soul ? 
What ſudden tameneſs does your arm controul ? 
Or is your fierceneſs calm'd, your rage ſubdu'd, 
Styled with Murders, 2nd or%e-cloy'd with blood ? 


| | Your Cruelties, the blood your Rage has ſpilt; 


Camb, Since Dcath would iuch a ſignal favour be, 
Monarchs ſhould not their favours raſhly place, 


Conſider &re they paſs their As of Grace. 

No, you ſhall live, and live till you have known 

The infſence of an angry Monarchs frown. 

Your Tears ſhall otherwiſe b\imploy'd, to mourn, 

That your Pride durſt Cambyſess favour ſcorn. 
Mand. 1 dare not lcok (my SouPs ſo much amaz'd) 


[Weeps, 


[Sinking her voice, 


[ Weeps. 


[Ratfing ker FYouce, 


[ Weeps. 


[ Ex. 
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To ſhare with Thee in an eternal Night. 
Or, that 1 could but melt in Tears away 3 | 
That when our riſing Sun proclaims the day, 
With Morning dew 1 by his Rays might be 


Exhal'd, and ſnaxcht up to his Heav*n, and Thee, [Exit, 
Finis Aftus Tertii, The Conrtain falls, 


—_—. 


LE—_ 
'S 


ACTUS QUARTUS Scena Prima. 


The Scene drawn, Cambyſes is diſcover'd ſeated in a Chair ſleeping : the Scene re- 
preſenting a ſteep Rock, from the top of which dejcends a large Clond, which open- 
ing, apprar varioms ſhape: of Spirits ſeated ir: form of a Council, to whom a more 
glor10us Spirit deſcends half way, ſeated an a Throne; at which, the former Spi- 
rits riſe and Dance * [ the midſt of the Dance ariſes a Woman with a Dagger un 
ber hand ; at which the Scene ſhuts, 


Is the time of this Repreſentation this Song is ſung from within, as ſuppos d, by Spirits. 


E ſubtle Ponrs that rule below, The Prince of Fats already ſet, 
Only where horrour dwells, That Prince who does in Conſtellations write 
Whoſe deep dark Cells Thoſe glorions Charatters of light, 
Admit no other light, The deftinies of all that*s great, 


Then that by which you mortal Fates do write, | Chorus. To council then, to council ſtrait, 
Th* events of all your knowledge does| With all your Miniſters of State, 
foreknow, | T” attend the high decrees of Fate. 


Cambyſes riſes from his Chair, as newly waking, and ſeems diſorder'd, 
Camb, A Fatal Dagger, and a Womans hand ! 


Enter to him, Prexaſpes. 

Prex. This Night, great Sir, your Preſence does demand. 
"Tis now th” appointed hour, your Forces walt 
To gain admiſſion at the Weſtern Gate. 
Sir, you forget your ſelf; one moment's ſtay 
Hazards your Crown, and loſes you the day. 

Camb, Tell me no more of hazards, nor of Crowns, 
Cambyſes threatn'd by a Woman's frowns / 

Prex. Remember, Sir, your Honour *cis does call, 
Your Empire's ſafety, and th* Impoſtor”s fall. 
And now's the time. What, can you tardy be 
To wait on Triumph ? 

Camb. ————Let Triumph wait on me. 
I will not go. 

Prex. ——-Not go! What pow*rful cauſe 
Can force your Courage to retreat, or pauſe ! 
Or can you leiſure for debate rd, 

2 
/ 
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When Conqueſt, and Revenge invites your Sword ? 
Camb, No, 1 ſhall mcet\ny Fate; but thanks to Heay?n, 
My Friends above have timely notice giv*n. 
Prex. Ha! mcet his Fate \ He dreams of Treaſon too : 
Some ſuperſtitious god has tald him fo. 
Can you fear dangers, or can\dangers be 
An envious Cloud *rwixt you,; and Victory ? 
Or is the pow'r of Heav'a 75 dreadful grown, 
That fearing that, you can forget your own ? 
No, Sir, you muſt this glorious deed fulfil : 50 
Let gods be gods, you are Cambyſes ſtill, Seeing Cambyſes make u0 
Since you are with Prophetick thoughts polſleſt : anſwer, he proceedz. 
What Myſtick fears have thus diſturb'd your breaſt ? 
Camb. My lab*ring fancy lead me to the brow 
Of a ſtcep Rock, that ſhaded all below. 
From thence 1 ſaw a low-hung Cloud appear, 
Swoln big with miſts, and loaded with the Air : 
Which with ingender*d Tempeſts ſeem?d to roar ; 
ReePd, ſunk, and ſtagger*d with the weight it bore, 
A num'rous iſſue from its bowels flew ; 
Whilſt the Cloud broke, and melted to a dew ; 
In which the wanton Spirits bath*d and plaid, 
And greedily upon their Mother prey'd. 
Then from above——— 
I ſaw the Prince of Fates his Arm diſplay : 
Lightning and Thunder uſher'd in his way. 
His Scepter mov*'d, bow*d his Imperial head ; 
The lower Fates with Reverence obey'd. 
Their Volumns inſtantly were brought, and he 
Opening the Fatal Legend, pitcht on me. 
Then, in the Councel a diſpute did grow, 
Whether Cambyſes mortal were, or no. 
But they in vain their Arguments did bring, 
The Prince of Fates ſaid, No; 1 was a King. 
Straight in the midſt 1 ſaw a Woman ſtand, 
Graſping a bloody Dagger in her hand. 
She by her looks their Sentence did condemn ; 
And by her poſture threatn'd Me, and Them. 
Then, as 1 wak'd, methought, 1 ſaw the dart, 
Snatcht from her hand, and leveld at my Heart, 
Prex, And can a dream Cambyſes*s Spirits dauny, 
Riddles as dark as are the Nights they haunt ? 
Your groundleſs jealouſies unjuſt appear ; 
Thus greateſt Valours ſmalleſt dangers fear, 
As Lyons tremble at a ſpark of fire ; 
Shall it be ſaid, Cambyſes did retire, 


Or ſhrink from that brave cauſe he ſhould maintain ? 
Dreams 


| ( 41 ) 
Dreams are but th* unſhap'd Monſters of the Brain ? 
And Monſter-like ſhould only be abhorr'd : 
No more delays, you muſt imploy your Sword. 

Camb, Urge me no more. 

Should 1 to S/a go, Fate has deſign'd 
I from a Woman's hand my death ſhall find. 
Are theſe your ſtratagems ? you had forgot 
To keep your projects cloſe, Ple ſpoil your plot. 
My Pow'r has ore their policy this odds : 
Ple ſtay at home, and diſappoint the gods. 
Ple baffle your Divinity. And ſince 
They have reſoly'd it, Ple my Stars convince. 
Their borrow'd infPence common Fates may ſway : 
Cambyſes has a greater pow*r than they. 
Stars are like Gallcy ſlaves, chain'd to a ſphear, 
And Subje@-like only; Heav*n Vaſlals are, 
To move by Laws, a& what th* higher pow*r decrees : 


I can move where | will, act what 1 pleaſe. St 


Cambyſes rules Cambyſes deſtiny : 
Nor am | taught how to obey, or dye : 
Prexaſpes, ſee Mandaua hither brought : 
Ile by my Love divert this ſullen thought. 
- Prex. And muſt -a Dream his Sanctuary be, 
Protected by this Ridling Prophecy ? 
No, though his ſtay has my deſigns o'rethrown : 
le take his Life, though I expoſe my own [Afide.] [ Exit; 
Camb Thouhg they have thus foretold my deſtiny, 
Perhaps my Stars have dreamt as well as I. 
[Prexaſpes enters with Mandana, and Exit. 
AMandana, you've my reſolution heard 
The choice is ealie, ſpeak, are you prepar'd 
To be my Miſtreſs, or my Sacrifice ? 
Mand, When 'tis your Royal pleaſure, Sir ſhe dyes, 
Camb. No, no, | will a milder ſentence give : 
It is my Royal pleaſure you ſhould live ; 
And live in my embraces too. 
Mand. In hig—— 
In his embrace that Murder*d Amaſss ! 
And more, that bloody Tyrant that decreed 
Oſiris cruel Fate ; that barb'rous deed, 
A deed enough t'infeft the breath of Fame : 
At which thy leſler treaſons loſe their name. 
Camb, And am I dallied with? your doom is ſeal'd : 
Cambyſess ſentence cannot be repeal'd. 
Prepare to Love or dye ; chooſe, and be free, 
My ſpcedy kindneſs, or my Cruely. 
om 


Mand. Your Cruelty my Courage cannot bear, "2 i : 


; 
| 
| 
; 
4 
: 
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Mandana then will in your kindneſs ſhare. 
I bluſh to ſay 1 offer up my heart; ; 
But yet obedience is a Captives, part. alſionatel 
Can, Welcome kind Princeſh.: All the pow'rs aboye [Paſneey, 
Shall envy at your kindneſs, and\my Love. 
If there be any pow'rs above my own, 
For they that call ?emſelves the gods, haye none. 
For if they had—— 
They had not to mankind this favour givn, 
T” enjoy a blelling greater than their Heay'n, 
We Princes to our ſelves our greatneſs owe ; 
They are but Kings above, we gods below. 
Now you are kind, 
Mand, And why arc not you fo ? 
Camb. Can.you my kindneſs donbt ? no, you ſhall find 
"Tis you alone haye taught me to be kind, 
With the 72xt Sun you ſhail your Reiga begin ; 
3 morrow you ſhall be proclain”d my Queen. 
Mand. No, Sir, that Is not all 
Cams. —— Oh, ?tis not all, 
Our Love does for a ſtricter kindneſs call. 
The aight, the night, Love's chief Triumphant hour, 
When bluſkes ore our pleaſures have no powrr : 
When Lovers Revel in each others arms, 
Confining to one Circle all their Charms z 
To an embrace. This to your Beauty's due, 
Firſt, 1 will, Crovzn our Loves, and then Crown you, 
Aand. Oh, no, Sir, this is but a barren grant : 
I ſill the. Crowning of my wiſhes want. 
The favour 1 weuld have, 15 thix———to dye. Raiſing her voice at the 
Tyrant, your Love's the greateſt Cruelty, two laſt words. 
Cambyſes, no, you do miſtake my part ; 
*Tis rhus alone le offer up my heart; 
Not to your luſt, but Fury*s Sacrifice. 
Command my D-ath: Thea though your Sword denics, 
On Exrth, that Empire which my birth had giv*n ; 
Mandi will commence her Reign in Heavn, 
Wirta my 0/745, in that glorious ſeat 
Where Cructlty, ard Tyrants ncyer meet. 
Camb. How, Captive, am I ſcorn'd, and ſcorn'd by you ? 
To ſhew what injur?d Mzjeſty can do, 
Your Deztl) to this diſpute an end ſhall bring, 
Ple aft no more your Lover, but your King. 
Your 'Beanty ſha:l vo more my Arm controul, 
Ple find a nobler paſſage to your Soul. Proffers to draw his Sw , 
Mand. Camvyſes, hold ! come, 1 will mitd5s "4 ye oe 
My kinCaeſs ſhall prevent your Cruelty. ; [Kindly 


Camb, 
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Camb. Then uſe me thus no more, and you ſhall know 
What Heav*n and Monarchs when they're pleas'd can do. 
Mand. Your Sword for nobler Aftions/is deſign'd : 
To you then, and my ſelf Ple now be kind. 
le rob you of my Death [Draws her Dagger 
by n——Cambyſes, no, [ Raifes ber v9;re. 
Your Sword, Sir, ſhall not condeſcend fo low, 
To be a Womans Executioner, 
My hand alone that guilty ſtain ſhall bear, 
Rather then let a King that guilt Contra, 
Mandana her own murd*rer*s part will Act, 
Ia dying thus her kindneſs will by ſhown, 
Shell ſave your Honour, and defend her own. 
Now Tyrant, dare to violate her fame, 
'To ſtain her Virtue, or to force her ſhame ; 


ly, 


J This, this, ſhall guard her from your injuries, Pointing the Dagger to 
For when her Honour you attempt, ſhe dyes. 1 her own Breaſt, 
Enter Prexaſpes. 
Prex. Welcome this happy opportunity, [Afide. 
Mandana, hold, you rob the World, and Me. Runs to her, nd ſnatches the 
J And to my Gracious Soveraign I bring Dagger from her hand. 


This Preſent as a Subjet's offering 
| [Advancing to Cambylzs, as if he deſign'd to preſent him the Dazger. 
Your Death, proud Tyrant Dye, Cambyſes, Dye. T Stab: Tim, 
Camb. And by Prexaſpes's hand! [Proffers to reſiſt, but ſinks into his Chair. 

Prex. — Yes, Sir, *cis 1. 
Mand. Oh, Murdercr ! Relp ! Guards, 
Prex. ———- 1 12t will not do: 
Madam, the Guards are ſafe, and fo are you. 
Camb., Uagrateful Traytor, muſt my glory be 
UaravelPd by ſo caſe a Slave as thee ? 
Did 1 for this my favours thus diſpence, 
And give thee b:ing by my influence ? 
Prex, Ay, Sir, and *zwas from you 1 underſtood 
This dextrous way of letting Monarchs Blood. 
Camb. Oh, that 1 could but ſo much pow recal, 
As but to riſe, and cruſh thee in my fall, [ Proffering to riſe, but cannot; 
Or borrow ſo much kindneſs from my blood, 
To ſwell fo high to drown thee in a flood ; 
Oh, had 1 ſo much poiſon in my Breath, 
At once both to pronounce, and give thee Death. 
Il would revenge my wrongs but ?tis t00 late : 
And Heav'a it ſelf is a Confederate. 
I do forget *twas by your wills decreed, 
| by that Dagger, and that hand ſhould bleed. 
But ſince, ye gods, ye did my Fate proclaim, 
And raviſht from me both my Life, and Fame, 
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To let me tamely fall may you purſue 
That juſt revenge which is to Murder due. 
But if you fail to write my wrongs, and me, 
May you want Temples, Altars, Flames, and be 
From Homage and from Sacrifice debar*d, 
Ard, that which makes you gods, be never fear'\d——= 
My paſſion with my blood now milder flows : 
Your dying Prince for your laſt pardon ſues: CTo Mand. ſinking her voice, 
Now all your ſcorn and Cruelty muſt ceaſe, 
Death, that difarms my Love, concludes its peace. [ He ayes. 
Mand, His unjuſt Fate has o're my wrongs prevail'd ; 
Farewel, dead Prince, Death has thy pardon ſeal'd : 
Though thou wert wick<d, yet thou wert a King, 
Bur, Traitor, whence did thy black fury ſpring : [To Prex. 
Who in your Prince's bluod your hands embrue ? 
Prex, Madam, his Death muſt copyed be by you. 
Now is the time, proud Girle, in which Ple = 
The juſt Revenger of my injur'd Love, [ Holdeng the Dagger towards ber Breaft, 
Since you a greater Tyrant are than he, 
”Tis juſt that you ſhould ſhare his deſtiny. 
Enter Otanes, Darius, ad Artaban. 
Otan. *Tis ſome ſtrange cauſe our King thus long has ſaid, 
< Prex. Return'd ſo ſuddenly ! ha! Pm betray?d. | 
et my Revenge Vle end.—— — Goes to tab Ma y 
Dar. o Prexaſpes, hold. L / _— ra 
What unſhap'd fury makes your Arm thus bold ? 
Prex, The King, the King 
Dar. Otan. and Artab. Speak, what ? 


Prex. There murder'd lyes : 

Oh, Fatal blow both to our hearts, and his. [Weeps. 
Dar, and Otan. Cambyſes Murder'd / 
Prex. —— — Oh, inhumane deed, 

For which all Perſia, with our King, does bleed ? [Weeps, 


See here the Fatal Dagger, and ſee there 
Mandana's hand, Cambyſers Murderer. 
Oh, horrour ! Envious Heay*n ! 

Dax. nm————Mandanas hand, 

In our great Monarch*s bloody Murder ſtain'd ! 
Mand, Perfidious Lyar, muſt my innocence 
Be thus abus*'d, and made thy Crime's defence ? 

Ye gods! 

Prex. What does ſhe mean! 
The &giſmal horror of a deed fo ioul, 
Has rais'd ſo black a Cloud over her Soul ; 
That ſhe forgets the Royal blood ſhe ſpilt, 
Stifed and ſtupify'd with her own gullr. 
W hat fury made you this black deed purſue, 


[Weeps again. 


[To Mandana, 


Os, 
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*Gainſt him that had no fault-——but Loving you? 
How could your hand———— CWeeps. 
Magyd. How can your impudence 
Accuſe Mandana of your own offence ? 
Did not thy hand, thy hand, proud Traitor, giye ; 
That wound he from no other conld receive ? 
None but thy hand that Curſed deed durſt do, 
To ſhake all Perſia at one Fatal blow. 
Otan, Ha! This ſtrange parley, and diſpute does breed 
More wonder than the ſtrangeneſs of the deed. 
Prexaſpes, let the Story then be told, 
That may this Cruel Myſtery unfold. 
Prex, Know then, my Lords, entring this fatal place, 
I ſaw diſtraCtion painted in a Face 
*Twixt guilt and horrour ; as I nearer drew, 
By this faint light | ſtraight dandare knew. 
I ſaw her in a trembling poſture ſtand, | ' 
Graſping this Bloody Dagger in her hand. 
"Twas then, *twas then my eyes the Night abhor'd, 

The Night which did her guilty ſhades afford. 

To that black deed, at which our rifing Sun 

Muſt bluſh to ſee what her bold hand has done. 

Then from her hand 1 ſtraight the Dagger ſnatcht, 

And ſoon a ſpeedy Juſtice had diſpatcht 

But that your entrance did my Arm reſtrain ; \ 

And ſtay my zeal to my dead Soveraign. ClWeeps 

Elſe Pad perform?'d the ſecond Tragick part, 

Rightiog his wrongs upon his Murd”rers heart, 

Mand. Oh, perjur'd Slave! Dare you tempt Heav*n, and know 

The gods and Juſtice have a Pow'r below ? 

Thus to out-face their vengeance ? 
Prex. Ha! Was this Murder then a baſtard guilt, 

To Father thus on me that blood ſhe ſpilt ? 

But 1 forget, they who dare kill their King, 

Want not the Face to dare ſay any thing. 

Well, fiace I muſt my -Loyalty diſpute, 

Let this, my Lords, all jealouſies confute. [Skeps them the Dagger. 
Dar. Mandana's Dagger ! Oh, prodigious Fate ! 
Otan. The Sacred Relique of th* Egyptian State, 

Worn by Succeſſion from their Kings of old : 

Of which their Prieſts a wondrous riſe have told ; 

Which their Religious Legends do pretend 

God Ammon did to their firſt Monarch ſend; 

Which ſince has by his Heirs been kept, to be 

A Badge of the Egyptian Majeſty. 

Prex. What caus'd her rage is plainly underſtood ; 

The deep reſentments of her Father's — ſk 
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Her Slavery, and her loſt Crown, and more,. as = 
The Hate ſhe to Cambyſess Paſſion bore, 

Dar. Mandana——— 


Oh, ye gods, that men ſhould be DRE bes | A 


So much miſtaken in Divinity.. 
Who could have thought, that ſhe whois adorn'd: 
Witch Divine Beauty, has a Soul deform'd ? 

Otaz. Guards, there within. 
Oh, Madam, . have you ſo il] underſtood 
The tyes of Majeſty, and your high blood ? 
To ſhed his blood, and thus prophane your own ;- 
Remembring you were born unto a Throne. 

Enter Guards, 

But now forgive me, Madam, that I muſt f 
To our dead King, and to our Laws be juſt.. 
Impute my Rigour to my Loyalty, 
That forces me to tell you, you muſt dye. 

Mand. To ſhew how gladly I accept that breath;. 
Ple rob you of the Sentence of- my Death. 
Guards, Pm your Priſoner. ConduCt me ſtraight, 
There where Mandana may embrace her Fate : 
Death is the only happineſs I court. 

Prex, The plot was well then, ſince ſhe. likes the ſport. 

Mand. Ofiris, now Fate has this favour giv'n, 

To let me dye, to viſit thee, and Heav*n. 


Yet though the name of Death has made me proud, . 


When I am dead may Heay®n remove the. Cloud : . 
And may my better Stars reſtore my Fame 

To its firſt whiteneſs, that my injur*'d Name. 
May grow unſullied, as my innocence. 

Dar. And May kind Heay*n forgive you your offence. 
The mildneſs, Madam, of your Death ſhall ſhow 
What pity we to ſuch perfeCtions owe. 

ConduCt her ſafely there where ſhe may be. 
Debar'd from nothing elſe but Liberty ;. 
Until her Death your Office ſhall diſcharge. 
Mand. Anil her Death ſhall her freed Soul enlarge. 
I come, Ofris, and may ſome kind Star, 
That ſmiles on Lovers, guide me to thy ſphear. 
There our divided Souls ſhall meet, and be 
A part'of the Ccaleſtial Harmony. CExit, led out by Guards. 
— -_ = wn ſtill —_— ” the great : 
hey riſe in glory, but in blood they ſer. «* FExennt Artaban and''G | 

Oran, The aſhes of a King's no common duſt : ] bearing out Cambyſes; — 
Nor is it fit their memories ſhould ruſt. 
it is not juſt Camby/es wrongs ſhould be 
Idly recorded to Poſterity. 


[To-the Gnards; 


[Afodex. 


; 


Ance the World needs his injuries: muſt hear, 
They ſhall be utter'd in the voice of War, 
Bis Empire's freedom, and th* Impoſtor's - 
Summons our Courage, and to Arms does | 
Bug ſince his Brother by your hand did bleed; [To Prex 
Before we further in this cauſe proceed, , 
"Tis juſt we firſt from you more fully know 
When a and where you gave that Fatal blow, 
Surprizd ! | 
Kew. It needs my wonder muſt create, CPrexaſpes farts, 
Never to know, and yet to act his Fate, 
Oran, Did you not hear it from our King's own breath, 
And yet are ignorant of Smerdis's Death ? 
Prex, By all that's true, no more to me is known, 
Than that he lives, and wears the Perſia Crown, 
Dar. Can we believe Cambyſes would diſclaim 
His only Heir, that ſhould preſerve his Name ? 
Beſides, it againſt Natures Laws would be 
T accuſe himſelf of a falſe Cruelty. 
Prex. The Laws of Nature, and the tyes of blood, 
Are things Cambyſes never underſtood. 
No, *ewas his Brother that he would deſtroy : 
He envied him that Crown he did enjoy. 
He then would have you that revenge purſue, 
Which now Death will not give him leave to do. 
Smerdis ſtill lives ——but you a War muſt bring, 
And out of Loyalty depoſe your King. 
Take heed —— 
Otan. We know too well, Cambyſc,*s breaſt 
Was ſway*d y and falſe Intereſt. 
But could he before you and us declare, 
You were his Brother Smerdi?s Murderer ? 
If it were falſe, he could not but ſuſpect, 
To clear your ſelf, you would his guilt detect. 
Prex. Then, to convince you, I with ſhame confeſs, 
My Loyalty was great, and Virtue leſs, 
To quench his thirſt 1 blood too oft have ſpilr, 
The Confident and Actor of his guilt. 
And he might think who blood for him had ſhed, 
Would not refuſe, barely to ſay, I did. 
Thus be vaſſure you of his Brothers death, 
Took this advantage to confirm your faith, 
He knew OY! 
Rather than any ſtain his fame ſhould touch, 
I would ſay any thing, who had done ſo much. 


Otan, We are COnvint'd —_— 
G 2 - - Der; 
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Der. Lon Brother live, and live to be 
Heir to thy —_— but not Cruelty. 


Prex, Prexaſpes, well, by Treaſons thou didſt grow, 
They made thee great, and ſhall preſerve thee ſo, [Afae,] 


SCENA SECUNDA. Scene, the Palace. 


Enter Smerdis, «nd Pataſithes. 


Smerd., Cambyſes dead ! 
The Heay*ns themſelves two Suns at onee can't bear : 
Nor Earth below, two Monarchs in one Sphear. 
Perſia's too narrow both for him and me, 
His glories. ſhrunk, to give mine Liberty, 
Pat. No doubt, *tis to Prexaſpes that you owe 
Your Empire's ſafety in this happy blow. 
Smerd. To him the deed, but to my ſelf the cauſe:: 
State-intereſt binds ſtronger than State-Laws. 
With ſuch high proffers ve oblig'd his truſt, 
As can do more than make a Stateſman juſt. 
You know PI ve promis'd him the Median Crown : 
I give him Honours to ſecure my own. 
We Monarchs to our ſelves our Fortunes owe: 
Our Agents ACt but whats we bribe %*em to. 
Poor Mortals thus may the Gods honour raiſe, 
By building Temples to exalt their praiſe. 
But *tis the gods themſelves that do afford 
Thoſe Mortals breath, by which they are ador'd. 


[Enter ts them, Prexaſpes. 
My beſt of Friends. 3 


Prex, Next to Cambyſes, He 
Leaves you his Empire for a Legacy. 


Knowing how weighty Crowns and Sceptery are, 

I've been ſo kind to eaſe him of that care, 

But, Sir, he did before his Death convince 

His Nobles, that you were not the true Prince, 

But by ſuch Art 1 did their Storm aſlvage, 

That for the preſent I have caln'd their Rage. 

And in your cauſe ſuch Arguments did bring, 

That they believe you Brother to our King. 

But, Sir, you know that Stateſmens jealoutie 

Does only ſleep, then when is ſeems to dye. 

At each diſtaſt, and ev*ry ſmall miſtake, 

Their Jealouſic when *tis diſturb'd, will wake ; 

And then their fury will break forth to deeds : 

You are not ſafe then whilſt they wear their Heads. 
Smerd. *Tis not conſiſtent with my Empire's good, 

To ſtain my name with the chief Perſian blood. 


[Exeunt; 


[| Embraces Prex 
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Pat. He by mild deeds muſt repreſent the King, 
Subtle as Serpents, but without their Ring, 

Smerd. That Att would ſeem too Cruel ; the ſame Arts 
That won %m, 'muſt preſerve my Subjefts hearts. 

Prex. To ſave your Honour then that deed Vle do. 

Smerd. Name it, my ſafety ſhall depend on you. 

Prex, Theramness late concealment gives you juſt 
Suſpicion of his Loyalty, and truſt. 
If then your pleaſure would confer that grace, 
To conſtitute me Gen'ral in his place ; 
I will invite *em to my Tent; and they 
For th? entertainment all their Heads ſhall pay. 
Then to - _y all future Mutinies 
That may from this Tyrannick A ariſe, 
Their Deaths Vle publiſh, and the cauſe proclaim, - 
Forging ſuch hainous Treaſons in their Name, 
Perſia ſhall do no leſs than think ir juſt ; 
And to my Juſtice, as their Guardian, truſt. 

Smerd, But grant the Perſians ſhould not think it fo ;. 
But th? Act condemn. 

Prex. ——— Do you condemn it too ; . 
And if your Subjects murmur, or Rebel, 
"Cauſe by my hand the Perſian Princes fell; 
Then'inſtantly, to ſatisfie their Rage, 
And ſhew you did not in my guilt engage, 
Degrade me from my Office, and inflift 
All puniſhments that may ſeem juſt and ſtri&t. 
And PFle ſubmit to th? Sentence, thus you'll ſeem - 
As far from the conſent, as from the Crime. 

Smerd, Well, your Commiſſion ſhall be forthwith ſgn'd, 
My Army's conduct to your charge refign'd. 

Prex, May Heav*an ſucceſs to Perſia's Crown afford 
Whilſt you the Scepter bear 


Smerd. —r—— And you the Sword. [Execunt , 
SEENA TERTIA. Scene changes.to the Garden, 
Enter Phedima, and Orinda. 


 Phed. Siſter, you now can by Experience prove 
What lately you defy*d, the Pow'r of Love. 

"Tis ſtrange the dead Theramnes ſhould obtain 

That Cenqueſt, whom alive you did diſdain. 

W hat raſh-infeftion does your Soul invade, | 
That you, who ſcorn'd him living, court his ſhade ! 
A Love like yours was never heard before : 

T* embrace his Memory, and Name adore. > 
Orind, Siſter, ſince I have all allaults withſtood, 
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He by no- common force my heart ſubdu'd. 
Such glorious pains my Captive Soul endures : 
My- Love's beyond ſuch abje&t thoughts as yours. 
Your humble paſſions Court each fond defire, 
And your Breaſts tamely of themſelves take fire. 
You make = Hearts too mean a Sacrifice, 
Taking infeftion from yeur Lover's eyes. 


He did more Nobly to my heart aſpire: 


He gave me fuel &re he gave me fire, 
His Wounds, his Death, his Glory, and his Fame, 
They moy*d my pity, and that rais'd my Flame. 
Nay, of his Love he Nobler proofs has given : 
When his late wounds had made him ripe for Heay?n. 
"His dying breath, before his Soul retir*d, 
Bequeath'd his Love to me, and then expir'd, 
His dying breath his paſſion did poclaim : 
Thus, Phceaix-like, expiring in a Flame. 
Then ?cis but juſt that 1 ſhould faithful be, 
Thus to preſerve ſo brave a Legacy. 

Phed. But your affeftion is from hopes debarr'd : 


When you can Love, and not expect reward: 


Love's kindneſſes are lent, not giv*n; for when 

There iz no hopes to be repaid agen, 

It ſhould expire. Dead Lovers bankrupt prove, 

Death does exempt %em from all debts of Love. 
Orind, No, Love is ſeated ia their Souls, and they 

"With them their paſſions to the Skyes convey. 


For when kind Heay*n does entertain their Souls, 


And to the Sacred liſt of Stars enrowls, 


-In Heavn they pay thoſe debts on Earth they owe: 


They ſhine and ſmile-on us that ſtay below. 
They ſtill their Loves and favours do diſpence, 
Actiog their kindneſs in their Influence. 

And when in Heay*n we both together meet ; 


There we our tyes for ever ſhall unite, 


No Objects thea my paſlion can remove, 
Till it grows up to an Immortal Love. 

Phed. Siſter, till cow 1 thought there could not be 
A Love like mine, but you out-rival me. 
But ſtay, my Father's here z let us retire, 
And there hear out that paſſion | admire. 


SSCENA QUART A. Scene continues. 
Enter Otanes, Darius, and Artaban, Attended. 


Otan, *Tis ſtrange ! our entrance to the King deny'd ! 


Dear. Now my Prophetick fears our doubts decide ! 


[Excunt.| 


hy 
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Fe durft not give us entrance, fince he knows 
He to his being unſeen his ſafety owes. 
Otan. Then muſt we to his pow'r obedience yield, 
As men to unknown gods do Temples build ?- 
Let dull and credulous ignorance advance 
Faith and Religion, not Allegiance. 
Muſt we be only oa by a Name ? 
Enter t0 them, Prexaſpes with Guards, the Guards fland at 
diſtance, unſeen by Otanes pt eng Or 
Prex. Prexaſpes muſt Prexaſpes*s Cr proclaim. 
And now, my Lords, I do confeſs my guilt, 
The blood of Smerdis by my hand was pilt. 
And *tis th? Impoſtor that Uſurps the Throne. 
Otan, And dare Prexaſpes his bold Treaſons own ? 
Prex. Yes, Sir, he dares; and thank Heay*n goo, that thus. . 
Has by my Treaſons made me glorious, 
Though my late fear did make my duty fail, 
And from your knowledge Smerdis's Death conceal : 
Now Pm above the fear of puniſhment : 
I dare my Guilt confeſs, and Crimes repent. 
Smerdis by me was murder*'d. 
Dar. And by you 
Snerdis. the Impoſtor is protetted too. 
" Prex, My Lood, he is: And I fo high am grown, 
To be advanc'd and rais'd next to his Throne. 


View here what large extent my pow'r affords : Shews his Comm: 
Their Arms are mine, and all the Perſian Swords, l 15 Commiſſion, 
Be not ſurpriz'd at this, I nere before Points 10 his Guards. as 
Till now, my Lords, the Sword of Juſtice bore.. .- which the. Lords ftars : 


Thus [ proclaim that Juſtice I deſign, 
Tis your command ſhall rule their Swords, and mine. 
Oran, Your genrous proffer does-ſurprize us more, 
Than the ſtrange news of your large pow'r before. 
Prex, But you ſhall wonder more at what Þle do, 
When I am lead by Loyalty, and you. 
Dar. But by what Arts have you th* Impoſtor won ? 
Prex. By the ſame Arts Þle pluck him from his Throne. . 
Since my guilt did from Smera:,s blood ariſe, 
Ple make his Rivals blood his Sacrifice. - 
The Nobleſt Valour from Allegiance ſprings: - 
Who was the fall, will be the riſe of Kings. 
Oran. Juſtice and Glory in this Act will joyn : 
And as your Seconds in this brave deſign, 
©Our Lives and. Fortunes ſhall aſſiſtant be, 
To th' height of Courage, and of Loyalty. 
Prex. In order that we may this deed fulfil, . 
We firſt will execute th? impoſtor's Will, 
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- Cambyſes's ſolemn Exequies : whilſt all 
Our Army waits upon his Funeral 
And all the Perſian Subjects wand'ring eyes 
Are ldly fixt on our Solemnities ; 
Thea to the height we our deſign will bring ; 
Proclaiming you the Perſian Heir, and King; 
And Smerdis the Uſurper ; then ſurprize 
The Royal Palace, the lmpoſtor ſeize ; 
The City Gates, the Tow'r, the Forts ſecure: 
Al that may ſtrengthen or enlarge our Pow'r. 
And in one moment all their Force ſuppreſs 
That ſhall oppoſe our Glory, and ſucceſs ; 
And by this brave Deſign we in one day 
Shall Conquer, and redeem all Perſia. | 
Dar. *Tis bravely ſpoken, now you're worthy grown, 
To be proclain?d ProteCtour of a Crown. 
Pex, But one thing, Sirs, muſt not eſcape your ears ; 
You are the only Men that Smerdss fears. 
Bur I, to carry on our juſt deſign, 
And that we might without ſuſpicion joyn, 
Aſſur'd him that your Faiths 1 did convince, 
That you believ'd him the true Perſian Prince 
I told him you were Loyal, and you wou'd 
In his defence venture your States, and blood. 
Pretending then ®*cwill with his glory ſtand, 
T? unite both Armies under one command:; 
K is his pleaſure that you ſhould reſign 
Both your Commiſſions, and ſubſcribe to mine. 
Oran, Still we expetted this ; ®tis his pretence 
To force us to a blind obedience, 
Prex, | therefore in compliance think it fit 
You to the T\ rant*s pleaſure ſhould ſubmit, 
Leſt he ſuſpect your Loyalty, and wine: 
And by that means we fruſtrate our deſign. 
'Not that I'de have you thiok that *cis my aim 
To rob your glories to enlarge my fame. 
No, all that 1 aſpire to, Is, to be 
The Author of an Empire's aqge> 
Oran. We yield, and hope, reſigning our command 
We do but place it in a Nobler hand. [ Beth give him their <,nmywns, 
Prex. And with your Arms I will your Trophies raile : 
The Conquelt ſhall be mine, the Trinmpb yours. 
As Men build Temples not fer their own praiſe, 
But dedicate them to ſome higher powrs. 
Dar. Go inſtantly to our chief Officers, [To his own Train, 
Tell them that ?tis the Perſian Kings defgn, 
Conſulting both his intereſt and i You 


Both 


”, 
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Both Armies ſhould under one condud joyn; 
And bid them, in our Prince's name, and ours, 
_y —_ bs = our pow'rs. Exeunt all the Train 
rex. Now to allure you that this high command 0 oe 
Is not plac'd idly in Prexaſpes's hand, a Y Otanes and Darius, 
Ile give _—— trial of my powr. 
Guards, ſeize thoſe Traitors [Guards ſeize Otan ; - 
- *Tis your Fatal hour ; F *, Darins, and Artaben: 
Your Stars will = - ſo. F : | 
Otan. Dar, and Artab, Hold your rude hands, 7, 
Prex. You do forget ninth your Commands; C0000 Goes 
You mult obey. 
Dar, lahumane Treachery ! 
Otan, Falſe Traitor to the Perſian blood, and me. 
All, Unhand us, Villains. 
Prex. Sirs, it is $00 late; 
You have no time to dally with your Fate. 
Your Heads muſt off, and I muſt ſec it done 
My Lords, you all ſhall ſet before our Sun, 


On my command let your obedience wait : To the 
Condudt them to th appointed Scene of Fate. ata 0 
I'le add this honour to your deſtiny, [To them, 


Prexaſpes will in Perſon ſoe you dye, 
Otan. Are we your paſtime ? 
Dar. Bold Traitor, how can you ſo ſalvage be, 
To Aft, and then to ſmile at Cruelty ? 
Prex. No more, be ſerious, I've no time for ſport ; 
Conſider that your dates of Life are ſhort. 
Otan. Perfidious Murderer, and may juſt Heay'n—— 
Prex, Be gone, pr that charge which I have giv'n. 
 LExeunt Qtaney, Darius, «nd Artaban, forced out by the Guards, 
Since both Commiſſions now are in my hand, 
And I do all the Perfian Arms command; + 
Thoſe —_— which are — to my truſt, 
Prexaſpes will take care the not ry ' 
l ! Fins Mins Quart, ls 


— Ws 


_— — 


we 


y_ m n_ 


ACTUS QUINTUS, Scena Prima, 


The Scene drawn, Otanes, Darius, «14 Artaban appear bound and 
Chain'd in 4 dark, Priſon. 


Otan, PF e! Oh, tame caſie Faiths, that we 
Could truſt that ſalvage Scythian”s Loyalty z 
A Monſter worſe than Africkever bred: | 


i 
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By novght but Poyſons. 

Dar. Your miſtake does ſeem 
Rather a gallant Virtue, than a Crime. 
For in great Minds this gen*rous inſtinct Rules: 

They by their own Copy, all others Souls ; 
AfQting like thoſe diſeaſes, where the eye 
In its own colours does all objects dye. Enter Prexaſpes. 

Prex. My Lords, the King is gracious, and hath ſent 
To try how you can brook lmpriſonment. 

Oran. lmpriſonment we think our greateſt bliſs ; 

There we can ſee fleither thy Crimes, nor His. 
of Prex. Am 1 by thoſe that wear my Chains contemn'd ? 
Th. I thank ye, Sirs, ye have your ſelves condemn'd. 
'< Guards, there within. | 

Dar. ——— Yes, Traytor, thou ſhalt ſee 
| 'Lihat we deſpiſe our Deaths as much as thee. [Enter Guards, and Execntioney; 
ile Otan. Muſt we not know the cauſe for which we fall ? 

*l Prex. The cauſe ! ha ha Yes, Sir,. you ſhall. 
' It is Prexaſpess pleaſure you ſhould dye. 

Dar. 1s this the Juſtice of your Cruelty ? 

Prex. Juſtice! Juſtice is but the breath of pow'r, 

When ev*ry riſing King, and Conquerour | 
[| Does make that Juſtice, which his Pow'r makes Laws: 

'Þ My Pow'r proclaims the Juſtice of my Cauſe. 

And in your Deaths my pleaſure I fulfil; 

?Tis juſt you dye to ſatisfie my will. 

Otan, Is then your thirſt of blood the only cauſe 

Prex. Theſe idle interruptions make a pauſe 
Only to give you breath: For dye you muſt : 
And it is juſt you dye becauſe *tis juſt, 

Artab. And is this all? 

Prex. I can ſome Reaſons ſhow. 
Yowre Traytors to your King and Countrey too; 
You, Sir, have twice attempted to ſet fire 
On S«ſa. You, Darizs, did conſpire + 
To ſeize the Palace and the Treaſury. 
You, Ortanes, have ſworn Confed*racy 
With Perſia's Enemy the Scythian King, 
All theſe, and other Treaſons I could bring 
But ycu ſhall dye; then to the World they all 
Shall publiſht, be to juſtifie your fall. 

Oran, Blaſphemous Lyar ! 

Artab. Is not our Murders which you have decreed 
Sufficien:, but our honours too muſt bleed ? 

Prex. Your Lives and Honours muſt no longer ſhine: 
But be extinguiſhe to make way for mine. 

Smerdis maſt be depor'd by me alone, * 


_ _. =_ 
T>ugy , b 
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And then Preas/pes ſteps into his Throne, 
That my ambition may arrive to this, 
Firſt, Ple take off your Heads : then ſtrike at his. 
Otan. Though Smerd:s be he whom 1 moſt do hate; 
Could I but beg one days reprieve of Fate, 
Ide be the firſt ſhould thy deſigns betray. 
Prex. Ay, Sir, ſo in the other World you may. 
Theſe will be pretty ſtories for the dead : 
And for that ead you firſt ſhall loſe your Head. 
Srike him. [The Executioner bows down his Scymitar in fign of deniat. 
Whar, dilobey'd? Or is it blood you fear ? [To the Execntioner, 
Since my deſign wants an Interpreter, 
And your tame Soul can't conſtrue my intent, 
Slave, thou ſhalt dye, to try th? experimeat. 
To you, my Lords, this Honour. Ple afford, | 
To fall by me, and this Almighty Sword. [Draws his Scymitar. 
Stand fair. _—— Stay, one thing I forgot ; Pm told 
You leagues of Friendihip with amues hold. [Dar. hearing Ther-="s Name ſighs, 
A ſigh 1 know to ſuch a Friend is due: ; 
But be not troubled, he ſhall follow you. 
Friends muſt not part» Ide thoughts © have had him here, 
And for your ſakes and mine, I wiſh he were, 
That he might ſee this Arm. r Advances to ſtrike off Otanes's 
Ther, Thou haſt thy wiſh, head, at which the Executioner 
He ſees that Arm, and ſo ſhalt thou feel his, undiſguiſes himſeif, and appears 
Prex. Traytors,unhand me {laves,what, do you | to be Theramies ; at which the 


W ho tis you ſhould obey? _ (know$ Guards ſeize Prexaipes, and diſe 

Ther. - Yes, Sir, they do, arm him, and unb;nd Ocanes, 
And fo ſhall you know too, Darius, and Artaban, and re- 
Your Guards are mine, | ſtore their Swords, and bind 
And your Life, Traytor. LPrexaſpes, 


Prex, Curſe on your deſign, 
And curſt be all the Stars that ruPd this day ; 
That could, or durſt Prexaſpes's life betray, 
Am 1 at once of all my hopes depriv'd ? 
Ther. Your greatneſs grew too faſt co be long-liv'd. 
Dar. Theranmnes living ! and preſerv'd to be 
The Author of our Lives and Liberty! 
W hat ſudden change does all my thoughts ſurprize ? 
Or dare 1 truſt the witneſs of my eyes ? 
How ſtiff I am, and undiſpos'd to move, 
Theſe pleaſant Charms unwilling to diſprove. 
Like him who Heav'n in a ſoft dream enjoys : 
To ſtir and wake his Paradiſe deſtroys, 
Otan, As Ship-wrackt Men who on ſome ſhoar are calt, 
Eook back upon the dangers they have paſt, 
Their horror ſo much of the wrack —_ 
2 
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They ſcarcely know their ſafety, nor the means. 
This miracle of Honour done by you, 
Kind Sir, obliges, and confounds us too: 
The explication we from you muſt know. 
Ther. To Love and Friendſhip you your ſafeties owe. 
Theramnes could not ſee him fall nor I 
Could live to ſee Orinda's Father dye. 
Hearing that you in Priſon were detain'd, 
By my Uſurper, by Prexaſpes's Hand : 
His black intentions rouz?d my Soul, alarm'd: 
My ſleeping Spirits, and my courage arm'd; 
I was refoly*d in ſpight of Fortunes hate, 
Either to follow, or prevent your Fate. 
But being from all other means debarr'd, 
My only means was left to win the Guard: 
+ Which their old General with caſe did ſway : 
They had not quite forgot whom to obey. 
*T'was by their help-I am ſo happy grown, 
To ſave your Lives, on which depends my own. 
Dur, The greateſt wrack my wondring Soul endures, 
Is how you have preſery*d your Life, not ours.” 
Ther, Know then, when you did of my Life deſpair; 
And left me to brave Agee care ; 
That fam'd Phyſitian, whoſe great skill can prop 
Mens ſinking Frames, and Humane ruins ſtop; 
His Art the pow*r of Deſtiny controuls, 
Gives Laws to Nature, and Reprieves to Souls, 
When he had by his ſubtle knowledge found, 
My partiog Life. {till ſtruggled. in my wound : 
Then what ſtrange $kill, what unknown Arts he vug'd, 
What pow*rful balms he to my wounds infus'd ;, 
(Great Miracles ary ſtill great Myſteries) 
That were too hard to tell ; let it ſuffice, 
He fored my flying Soul to a retreat : 
And re-inforc*d my Senſes in their ſeat, 
But then-hearing your dangers, | prevail'd, 
T' have my death publiſtit, and my Cure conceal'd, 
Till in your Service I a proof could give, 
I had done ſomething to deſerve.to live. 
Dar. You do too much my burden*d Soul orecharge, 
For to bear this | muſt my Soul enlarge. 
My joys are but too weighty for my Heart. 
Artab. Ts make *em lighter let us bear-a part, 
Dar. No, Sir, this is ſo great a happineſs, 
Dividing of it cannot make it leſs. | 
Brave Friend. 
Oran, But now | haye a Cauſe affords 


[. Points to Darius, 


CEmbraces Theramites: 
A 
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A'Nobler Subject for all Loyal Swords, 
Ther. Name it; for what cannot Theramnes do, 
When he's imploy'd for Loyalty, and You ? 
Ozan. 'Tis, the depoſing Smerais, 
Ther. = - — How, betray 
Him whom the Scepter, and my Sword does ſway ! 
Otan. What, an Impoſtor ?' t 
Ther. Hold, this muſt not be, 
Can you forget what's due to Majeſty. 
Were't not from you Do. not abuſe your Friend : 
He is my King, and him I muſt defend. 
Dar. He whom you ſerve that borrow'd Title wears, 
Shame to a Throne and to the Name he bears, | 
Alas; that Traytor the true Smerass ſlew. - {Fornts to Prex; 
Prex. Ay, and intended the ſame Fate for you. | 
Ther. And, what is an Impoſtor-then maintain'd 
To wear a Crown, and by my guilty hand ? 
A baſe low Trayzor too, and could my Sword . 
A SanQuary to his Crimes afford ? 
- "But, Sir, can you forgive me this offence ? 
Otarn, Your Sword can your Sword's errours recompenſe. 
Ther. Once more the Executioner*s my part : 
My Sword ſhall now: do Juſtice on his Hears. 
To right my wrong I in your. cauſe will joyn. 
Otan, We cannot fail in ſuch a brave deſign. 
Dar. But for this Aftion we muſt be prepar'd.. 
To ſtrike like Thunder, ere the blow be heard. 
Oran. But ere I go, 1 muſt his Sentence give : 


Teraytor, thy puniſhment ſhall be to live, [To Prex. 
Thou in this Priſon, and theſe Chains ſhalt lye ; . - 
I love you not ſo well, to let you dye. CExenunt all but Prexaſpes. 


Prex, Curſes purſue Theramnes. All is gone. 
Pm faln iato a Prifon from- a Throne. 
And, what's the worſt of miſeries, I ſtil 
Keep: the deſire, though not the pow'r to kill... 
I ſhould not wiſh my ruine to recal, 
Had I but ſunk an Empire in my fall :- 
And made all Perſia in my ruine ſhare: 
That when Poſterity my deeds ſhould hear, . 
It ſhould ſuch horror from my name contradt, 
Trembling to hear what 1 made ſport to Act. 
But now muſt calmly dye. Had I but firſt 
Like Earthquakes through the trembling world diſperſt, 
Shook Natures frames, and all Mankind o'rethrone, 
I then could dye not to ſurvive alone. 
But now muſt ramely periſh..-Well, I ſe 
The Gods themſelyes at by State-policy. 6 


They 
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They therefore ſpightfully my Fate decreed : 
"Cauſe if my riſing glories did proceed, 
They knew my pow'r to that vaſt height would ſway, 

Prexaſpes would have grown more fear'd, than they. [The Scene ſhuts wore him, 


SCENA SECUNDA. Scene, the Palace. 
> Enter Smerdis, leading Phedima. 


Smerd. My Faith's confounded by my happineſs : 
"Tis the height makes the object ſeem the leſs. 
Have you this blcſling really delign'd ?—— 
Not, Madam, that I doubt you can be kind : 

But he 
Whoſe happy doom an Oracle has giv*n, 
May doubt th? intent, though not the pow'r of Heav?*n. 

Phed,. You urge $00 much what I've too plain expreſt : 
Ard force my bluſhes to make out the reſt. 

Smerd. Pardon my doubt. *Twas my exceſs of joy 
That did my ſence of happineſs deſtroy. 

This day, fair Excellence, prepare to be 
Poſleſlor made, both of my Throne, - and Me. 
= glories do to Love — prove; £ 

S glory waits on Crowns, ſo Crowns on Love. Proffers to lea | 

Phed, But, Sir, to Heav*n I ſolemnly have vow'd, LU _—_— 
That till the gods have their conſents allow'd, 

I ne're would yield my Love. Whom they deſign, 
Maſt take this Title from their Voice, not mine. 
Permit me then to execute my Vow, 
Firſt, pay my debts to Heav'n, and then to you. 
Smerd. To th? Temple then we inſtantly will haſte, 
And there Þle hear my happy Sentence paſt. 2 
To their conſents I will the gods conjure ; 
What common Charms can*s do, yours will procur 
And Heav*n that does all leſſer Victims prize, 
Can*s but accept a Lovers Sacrifice. - - [Exeunt 


SCE NA ULTIM A. 


The Scene open'd, appears a Temple of the Sun, uncoverd according to the 
Ancient Cuſtome, with an Altar in the middle, bearing two large 
- burning Tapers;,, and on each fide a Prieſt ſtanding, 


Entey to them, Smerdis, {cading Phedima, 


1. Prieſt. Hail, King of Kings, third of that Royal Name, 
Heir to great Cyr#:'s Empire, and his Fame. | 

2, Prieſt. Hail, Mighty Monarch, whoſe high Race begun 
From the World's Conqu”rour, and our God the Sun. 
Smerd. Summon your god-heads, I deman@ from Heay*n, 
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In one Petition more than ere was giyn. 
I ask not Crowns, thoſe I eſteem leſs dear : 
Crowns I can give for I beſtow one here. 

1, Prieſt, Sir, ſince your greatneſs, and her Beauty is 
So near ally*d to their Divinities, 
You by ſuch tyes do the Gods Friendſhip bind, 
Heay'n were unnatural, were it unkind. 

Smerd. 1 then would know whether the gods approve 
That I ſhould be made happy in that Love 
W hich they themſelves-inſpir'd. If by their Voice 
They will conſent to this our Royal Choice ; 
Ple ſtore their Altars, and le make *em ſhine 
Wirth the moſt glorious of all flames but mine. 
All this, and greater things than this le do, 
With ſuch Magnificence, that Heay*n ſhall know 
W ho tis it has oblig'd. 

- The Pow*rs of Heav*n 


1. Prieſt, 
Need nor theſe bribes : Their favour's freely giv*a. 
Do but with patience, Mighty Sir, attend, 

Until our Rites, and Pow*rful Charms we end ; 
And you ſhall know, how kind their pleaſures are, 
When you, great King, are their Petitioner. 


[ Bowine to Phedima. + 


You ſubtle Spirits that do fiye Your nimbleſt Her aai 


Around the Regions of the Sky.; 

And as a ſpy, or as 4 Greſt, 

Can pierce unto the cloſeſt breaſt, 

And make diſcoveries of all 

Events that in your Lircuits fall ; 

Swift as your own wing'd Lightning ſend 


| 


This Royal Pair : That they may know 
What Fate Heav'n does their Loves allow. 
You who in borrow®d ſhapes appear, 

And cheat the eye, but not the ear, 

Within this Aiery Circle here, [Waves his 
I do conjure you to appear, [wand round, 


Obey our Charms, as we obzy your pow'rs, 


And tell that Monarch's Fate, whoſe Fate tells ours, 
t [.4 Glorious Spirit deſcends behind the Altar, and ſpeaks. 


Spir. To ſhew bow Heav'n does your deſires approve, 
Th* immortal gods in kindneſs to your Love, 
Have for your wounded Heart this Fate in ſtore, 
After this happy day to bleed no more, E 
For Perlia's glory their high powrs deſign 


Your Love ſhall like theſe ſacred Tapers ſhine, 
And to compleat what Heavn intended has, 


Towr Love and hopes ſhall end in an embrace, 
And to your Beamty the juſt Gods ordain 

Tow only for the Perſian Menarch's Queen, 

Tour Merits have from Heavn this favour found, 
Your Love and you ſhall both this day be Crown'd. 


But what my Meſſage has not full expreſt, 
Faw Emre nd Sees full cet 1d 


Which Heav*n has granted, and the gods have ſeal'd. 


W bat do.l hear ? within, and a noiſe of Swords.” 
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Smerd. Let Heay'a and Fortune keep the reſt in ſtorg 
Till my SouPs large enoygh to wiſh for more. 
Now, Madam, 1 with boldneſs dare declare 
When Heav*n is kind, that I preſume you are. 
Phed. If *tis my Fate, that cannot be repeaPd 


Smerd. That our advancing joys may nee retreat, 
Now let our Nuptial tyes our Loves compleat. [As Smerdis advances, leadi 
F Phedima towards the Altar, a ſoft Muſick, is heard, ſuppo#d, in the Air. 
What pleaſant Muſick's this that Charms my ears ? 
L. Prieſt. Some Aiery Conſort from the lower Sphears : 
A ſacred Tribute which the gods do pay, 
To add a glory to your Nuptial day. 
[. Here two glorious Spirits deſcend in Clouds, by whom this Song 18 ſung. 


'1. Sp." Ings from the Gods, and from our Elements The God's for their own greatneſs ſabe, 
K Derive their greatneſs, and deſcents, None but themſelves immortal make. 
Since they are ſparks of Heav'n | The glories and the pow'r of Kings, 
Tis juft they have from us this Title gtv'n, | Are fading things. 
To ſhare our Pow'r and God-head's tov, Like th' obj Pof foft dreams defir'd, 
As being Heav'ns Deputies of State below, Courted, 'Enjay'd, and in th' embrace expir'd, 
2. Spir, No, no, 'tis otherwiſe decreed, And vanifht whilſt they are admir'd. 
Heav'ns Councels do more cautiouſly proceed, Then Smerdis, Smerdis, Smerdis, 'tis bigh 
Monarchs, as Rivals to the Geds, ſhould find time. to wake. 
®* Heav'n muſt not by State-laws be hind. 


The Song ended, the Muſick turns into an Alarm, at which 4 bloody Cloud interpoſes be- 
. Fween the Audience and the Spirits z and being immediateiy remov'd, the Ghoſts of 
{ -Cambyſes, and the true Smerdis, appear in the ſeats of the former Spirits, 


Smerd. Ha! Smerdis, and Cambyſes! whom the one 
I of his Title robb'd, tother his Throne. | 
But ſure the gods miſtake ?emſelves, to think 
That Smerdis*s covrage can at ſhadows ſhrink. 
Are theſe the Tragick Maſquers of the Sky, 
Whoſe Ajery nothing ouly cheats the eye ? 
Let wandring fires and meteors make them ſtray 
Who do not know their Guider,. nor their way : 
But ſuch weak trifles canno Smerdis. fright : 
Your gods too late my envy*d greatneſs ſpight. 
I have out-dore the utmoſt they dare do; 
. Mock-00 4x97; Smerdis defies your guds, and you. 
| am algyalgeyr threats; ſuch empty things ['* Here rhe Alarm renews, and ſome 
Borrow the form, but | the pow'r of Kings. ** flaſhes of = croſs the Stage, 
No, keep your thin and feigned ſhapes; but know and the bloo ly Clond interpoſes 
It was my Treaſon that transform®d you ſo. again, and ſtays; the two — a 
And for this Maſque the gods may thavk me for*t; on che Altar Paſh, and expire; 
*T was I gave *em the Subject for their ſport, * and (Treaſon) is heard from 


» Wi Ne ay | ? wo Enter 


(61) 


. Enter Pataſithes, amaz'd, 
Pat. Treaſon. Weare betray'd. 
Smerd, And Heay'n it ſelf too has the Traytor plaid. 
Shall my Love thus like to theſe Tapers ſhine ? 
Their light's gone out, and fo I fear will mine. 
Curſe on their Riddles. [Treaſon cry'd again, 
Pat. Ha ! the noiſe comes near : 
My fears increaſe. 
Smerd, No, 'tis too late to fear. 
But oh, that Smerdss could his Fate recal, 
And Reiga but one day longer ere he fall, 
To be reveng?d of Heay'n before he dyes : 
I'de turn their Temples to one Sacrifice. 
Thus by our Gods betray'd ! 
Can there be Treaſon harbour'd in that Name ! 
They're all [Impoſtors, greater than I am, 


Enter Theramnes, Otanes, Darius, and Artaban, with their Swords drawn :JThe- 
ramnes making 4 p4ſs at Smerdis, they each miſſing their paſs, cloſe, whilſt they 
ſtruggle, Patalithes engages with Otanes; and whilſt Darius and Artaban offer to 
hee through Smerdis, #2 Theramaes's Arms, Theramnes ſpeaks. 


Ther, Thruſt through us _ Detger then miſs his Heart. 
arius abs Smerdis, 4nd Otanes ki s Pataſithes; 

Dar. Fortune to guide my Sword touok Frientivig? part. W : 
Smerd. Was this 5 Embrace in which the Gods intend 
My Love and Life ſhould with my Empire end? 


T? has reacht my heart. This Fate Heav'n had in ſtore,\ 


That thus my Wounded Heart ſhould bleed ns more. [Dyes 
Otan, Now, Daughter, you have for your Countries good, : 
Done what becomes your Duty, and your blood. [To Phed,' 


Phed. What I have done, was in a Crown's defence, 
And *twas an ACt of my Obedience. 

Dar. But 1 this deed an Act of Love muſt call, 
When you're an Aftor in my Rivals fall. [To Phed; 
There's wanting yet 'to th* Triumphs of this day, [To Otan, 
That you accept the Crown of Perſia, k 

Otan, My Age, wy Youth, with different paſſions move, 

I am above the Charms of Pow'r, or Love. 

My thoughts flye higher than Y inherit Thrones: 

Not to wear Diadems, but diſpoſe of Crowns. 

But ſince my Birth makes me an Empires Heir, 

Thus I accept the Crown, to place it here. [To Darius. 

Dar. Should I accept your Birth*s and Merits due, 
I Sould both injure Perſia, and You. 

No, my Ambition, Sir, ſhall never climb 
Where the acceptance of a Throne's a Crime, 
Oran. Since you ſo nobly do an Crown, 


1 will 


—_—_— — — _— 
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I will this Title of a Monarch own : 
I, as your King, this ſecond proffer make, 
On your Allegiance, wear it for my ſake. 
Dar. No, Sir, my Honour pleads in my defence, 
I ſhould be guilty in Obedience. | 
Otan, Since you: at this command refuſe a Throne, 5 
Thus I command you Take it as my Son. {Gi m Phed. 
Emney Orinda, and Ladies. 
Dar. ln this, my Lord, yon do new Charms infuſe, 
Love makes me take what Honour did excuſe. 
In this you give more than a Crown, I dare 
Accept an Empire, to divide it here. 


[ Bows to Phed; 
Omnes. Long live Darius, King of Perſia. [Here the two Tapers on the Altar 


[light again by two flaſhes of fire, which deſcend and kindle them 

2, Prieſt, This Omen Heav®n does to, your Empire ſhew, 
That light _— with him revives with you. 

Thus gloriouſly the ſacred Tapers ſhone, 
That day when Cyrus did aſcend the Throne, 

I, Prieſt. But e*re we Crown you King, *tis juſt you know 

Our Laws are ſacred next our Gods, and you; 
Laws, which by Monarchs too muſt 'be obey*d, 
And in their right I now am bound to plead.. 
Tis written, Sir, in Perſia's ſtrift Decrees, 

If- any Perſian King by Treaſon dyes, 

That day his Heir does his high ſeat ſupply, 
His Predeceſſors Murderers muſt dye. 

You therefore in Cambyſcs's cauſe are bound 
To Act his Juſtice firlt, and then be Crown'd. 

Dar. Ye Gods, that do to Kings this charge entruſt, 
You make vs Cruel when you make us juſt, | 
Bring in the Captive Princeſs. 

Phed. _— What new Scene 
Is this that muſt your Juſtice entertain ? 

Dax. An object, that had but her Soul conform®d 
To that pcrfeftion which her eyes adorn'd ; 
| Her Virtues glorious as her Beauty ſhown, 

Madam, ſhe, like your ſelf, deſery'd a Throne. 
But ſince Cambyſe,*s blood by her was ſpilr, 
She by her own mult expliate her guilt, 
Juſtice and War in this alike partake, 
The bloodieſt ſpoyls the greateſt Triumphs make. 


[Enter the ſuppord Mandana, in a Horning Habit, with a black 


Veil over her Face, attended by Guards and Executioner, 
Had we not ow?'d that blood unto your hand, vis 44 


Which does my Sentence, and your Death demand, 
You ſhould not thus, but a more noble way 


Haye made a part th? Triumphs of this Day : go 
| FORDS l the. 
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1 then « milder Juſtice would have ſhown, 

Not took your Life, but have reſtor*'d your Crown, 

I'm ſorry then I'm fo ill taught by you, 

By your Example to be Cruel too. 

Yet, pardon me, that Sentence | muſt give, W's 

Which-1 want pow?r, not pity, to reprieve. | 
1. Prieſt, Her Sentence, Sir, is but too long deferr'd. 
Dar, Then Executioner 
Phed. Hold, till Pa heard, — 

Darixs, | my duty ſhould betray, ti 

Not to ſhew pity where ſo much you pay. \ 

Know then, | am your Rival, and dare own 

A ſhare in this as well as in your Throne. 

Princeſs, your Birth and Fortune merits more [To Mang: 

Than ev*ry common pity can deplore. 

Heav*n to the great this Cruel Fortune gives: 

The Gods have made you prodigal of your Lives 

To rob Mankind. CEnter Mandana, led in by Guards, and Attendants; 
Mand, ————- At your command I come | : 

T” attend your Sentence, and embrace my doom. 
1. Guards, | was by that Impoſtor brib*d, but loth [Points to the other. 

Fo violate my truſt, I brought *em both. | : 
Dar. Your Fate is in ſuch Myſteries involy'd, 

That Riddle, e're you dye, muſt be reſoly?d. [Points to the otheri 
Mand. W hat Friend, or Raviſher robs me of my doom, 1 

Borrowing my likeneſs to Uſurp my Tomb; 

To ſave my Life, and Sacrifice their own ? 

Though Love may Rivals have, ſure Death has none. 

Death has no Charms, or only Charms to me ; 

*Cauſe dying, 1 ſhall viſit Heay'n, and Thee, 

My dear Ofir:s, . 4 
Ofir. No, he waits you here. [Unasſpriſing bimſelf, and flingi t it 

Oſiris, Madam, has not left your ſphear. Jeniſng Ys het dann: 
Mand. Ofwis's Soul, and come to wait on mine ! 

Heav*n to our Loves this kindneſs does deſign. 

Oh, my dear Saint, ſtay but till I am dead, 

And from theſe Earthly Chains of Narure freed ; 


And then my Soul ſhall go along with thine, 
Whilſt we in Aiery ſoft embraces twine, 


We'll like a mountain Whirlwind upward move; 
We'll.flye in Circles ia the Arms of Love. 


[There the kind Gods ſhall to our Breaſts inſpire 


Such ſparks of Heay*n, ſuch new and glorious fire, 
That to that height we will our Loves repair, 
Till our kind flames ſhall kindle to a Star. 
Now, Executioner. ; 
Of. ———— Hold, you miſtake, Eh 
I 2 
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Oſiris lives ; and had Heav'n for his ſake 
And yours been kind, he'd liv*d'thave dyed for you. 

Mand. Ofiris lives ! Oh, then, might 1 live too. © ' 
Oſir. Know then, that when you faw me laſt, when I. 
Was by Cambyſes's rage condemn'd to dyes © 
It was the Tyrants's Fortune, to prefer 
Lord Artaban to be my Marderer; 
But he 97 2 
Pitying my Youth, and ſomething which he read. 
Did in my looks for his compaſſion plead, 
In compliance to the Tyrant's breath, 
Diſguis'd me in a borrow*d Mask of Death : 
And thence till now my Perſon did ſecure 
To free me from the Tyrant's eye, and pow'r. 
Mand, Which does the greater wonder ſeem, to ſee 
Oſiris live, or come to dye for me ? 
Oſir. You need not wonder, fince you know the the cauſe, 
Love has a pow'r above all Nature's Laws. 
Dying for you 1 ſhould ſo happy prove, 
T” have done a deed worthy my ſelf, and Love. 
To ſhew your Friendſhip, let my Princeſs live. © | 
Dar. Oh, now you ask, what | want pow'r to give. 
1. Prieſt, The Perſian Laws, like to their God, the Sun, 
In one nnalterable courſe muſt run. 
And ſhe muſt dye, nor muſt you favour ſhow, 
Becauſe our Gods, and Laws will have it fo. 
Ofir. If Heay?n delights in humane Sacrifice, 
May not my Death thoſe Cruel Gods foffice ? 
To ſave her Life, on me that Grace confer, 
To fall a Sacrifice to Heay*o, and Her. + 
Mand. Hold, Sir, your zeal your raſhneſs does declare ; 
Lovers ine} things but in Death may fhare. 
Know then, kind Rival, that *cis only I 
Mandana in Mandana”s cauſe muſt dye. 
Ther. Mandana ! 
To ſee you, Madam, I muſt bleſs my eyes; 
But | muſft Curſe 'em when | ſee ſhe dyes. 
Mand. Prince _— what ſtrange Stars have ſent 
You here to ſee that Fate you can't prevent ? 
\ Ther, 1 do conjure you ſpare this Princefs's blood, 
By all that's Friendſhip, all that?s. grext, and good. 
\Dar. Theramnes, tile. New wonders you create. 
Ther. *Tis Nature's tyes make me her Advocate, 
2. Prieſt. You need no Arguments to plead her cauſe, 
For ſhe muſt dye, to ſatisfic our Laws. | 
Ther, If then your Laws ſuch Cruelty exact, 
To fave her Life, Ile juſtific the FaCt. 


[To Darins. 


[Rung-ta ber. 
[ Aſede, 


[.Kneels to Dar, 


[To the Prieſts, 


Oh, 


' | (65 ) 
Oh, Sir, you muſb her Life reprieve; you know 
That to her Hand yon do your Scepter owe. 
Der. I from Cambyſer*s Death my Crown derive: 

Not from her guilt that did his Death contrive. 
Come then, Theramnes, plead her cauſe no more, 
I want not Friendfhip, but 1 want the pow*r 
To ſave her Life, though for Theramne?'s ſake ; 
Yet *tis pur Laws, not I, that life will take. 
Our Laws which do this Cruelty enjoyn, 
I cannot ſave her life for him who gave me mine. 
Now, Executioner. But hold——— 1 fe 
No Kings of Perſia from her powr are free. 
She Murder*d him, and now ſhe conquers me. 
My pity tells me that ſhe muſt not dye. 
' Mand. Sir, your delays are but your Cruelty, 

And fince my Death is by your Laws deſign'd, 
A ſpeedy Juſtice, Sir, is only kind. 

Ofr. Hold, Sir, Ple interpoſe twixther, and Death : 
And in my Breaſt the Fatal weapon ſheath. 


Mand. *Tis 1 muſt dye. You do your Princeſs wrong : 


Live, though I dye, But do not live too long. 
For, dying, I to Heav'n a Stranger go, 
Wand'ring alone, whilſt you ſtay here below. 
And wanting your kind preſence, [ ſhall be 
A Pilgrim in that vaſt Ercernity. 
But that my Soul may not miltake her way, 
Ple track your ſteps, and in your ſhadow play. 
When I'm reſoly*d to Air, a fabtle gueſt 
Ple hov*ring flye, and ſteal into your Breaſt. 
And in my Aiery Pilgrimage le make 
Mandana*s Soul part of that Breath you take. 
I'le keep my Image in your Breaſt entire, 
Inſpiriag you- with chalt and lambeat fire. 
Sometimes 1 will with geatle whiſpers flow, 
Sometimes [ will a ſtormy murmur blow. 
And in this Language my addrefles make, 
Breathing that Love which | want words to ſpeak. 
Oſir. O Cruel Princeſs, now you are unkind, 
To think, when you are dead, UV le ſtay behind. 
For when Oſiris ſees Mandana dye, 
Sorrow will A& that which their kands deny. 


Mand, My thoughts were fixt on Heavn: But, for your ſake, 


Something, I know not what, does pluck *em back, 
And I could wiſh to live. 

I, Prieſt, Our Laws you wrong, 
la the deferring of her Death thus -- 

Der. Since Lives, and Laws depend upon my breath, 


. [70 Dar, 


* 


'Uſurpt Prexaſpe.*s Treaſcns, or his Fame. 


'Since my Life was unaCtive, Fame ſhall tell 


(6) 4 | 
He meets his own, that does but name her Death. 
1. Prieſt, Great Sir, you do forget that Crown you weer. = 6, yep 
Dar. Tis true, 1 do: And Scepters ſacred are. by, 
Act you my part: Whilſt I avert my eyes; 
My pity ſhall pay homage when ſhe dyes, We 
And ſince ſhe ſuffers for my Empire's ſake, TIP 
A Monarch's Tears 
Part of that Royal Sacrifice ſhall make. 
I. Prieſt, Now, Executioner | 
Prex. Hold, Sir, till 1 
Will give you leave to ſtrike, and her to dye. 
1, Guard, He from the Priſon an eſcape has wrought, 
But we ſurpriz'd him in his flight, and brought 


[Enter Prexaſpes, led inÞy Guarts 


Him here before you. 


Prex. Think you a Priſon could my-pow*r controul, 
When Empire was too narrow for my Soul ? 
1 from your Chains, Sir, have my elf ſer free, 
To tell you, You aſcend your Throne by Me. 
But be not proud, nor think Prexaſpes has 
On you alone confer'd his Acts of grace. 
To ſhew the World that I am complaifant, 
Her Life I as my gracious favour grant. ” [ Points to Man, 
For it ſhall nere be ſaid, a Woman's Name 
A Woman ſhall not my great Rival be; 
The Fate of Kings only belongs to Me. 
may Amaſis, and Smerdis, all 
Thoſe Pageant Princes by my hand did fall, 
And had not Fortune my Ambition croſt, | 
You had your Lives too with your Empire loſt, CORTE | 
*Tis true, your Laws require my blood, but krow 
Ple rob you of the Honour of that blow, 
High Spirits have this Refuge, Sir, aud 1, 
My greatneſs and my pow'r expir'd, can dye. 
But he who did the Fate of Kings ccmmand, 
Does ſcorn to fall by any common Hand. 


= SK © 
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Not how Prexaſpes liv'd, but how he fell. [Draws bis Dagger. 
Thus he your greatneſs, and your pow? defies : 
And thus Prexaſpes by Prexaſpes dyes. [Srabs bjmſelf, and fall, 
Dar. Thus may all Traytors fal. | | 
Prex, Ye gods, I come; 
For ſince the World could not afford me room: 
Stace all the barren Fates could not ſupply 
My hand with blood, Ple mount into the Sky, 
And hang a blazing Comet in the Air: 
That thus the World Me when Pm dead may fear. 


(67) 
- Whilſt o're the Earth new borrours I contra, 
Still threatning, what I cannot live to A. 
Dar. This mighty work of Fate we muſt admire, 
Thus the Gods guard thoſe Virtues they inſpire. 
His blood thus _=_ has this kind Juſtice done, 
It ſaves your Lite, and puniſhes his own. 
Thus bruiſed Scorpions this Virtue have, 
They. yield a Cure to the ſame wounds they gave. 
But whence, Sir, does your ſtrange Alliance ſpring ? 
Ther. Sir, I was Son to. the late Syrian King ;. 
Brother to the brave Amaſis, My Name 
Is. lot aphernes. 
Dar. I have heard his Fame. 
- What cauſe, Sir, was itz and what. happy chance, 
That made you to the Perſian Cours advance ? 
Int. Is was, great Sir, Revenge and Honours Charms : 
My ill ſucceſs againſt Camby/es's Arms 
Pth? Syrian Wars, where my dear Father's blood 
Was ſpilt, and mixt among the common flood. 
My Army vanquiſht, and his Empire loſt, 
And all the hopes of my ſucceſſion croſt, 
I faw Cambyſes with my Lawrels Crown'd, 
No other means for my Revenge being found, 
I came to Perſia in a borrow'd Name, 
To Right my wrongs, and to repair my Fame: 
By Atts of Chivalry, and Martial ſport, 
I found acquaintance in the Perſian Cours 
With Pataſithes 1 Alliance gain'd, 
Who had the Perſian Government obtain'd, 
During Cambyſes's Travels, Him I won 
To place Cambyſes's Brother in the Throne. 
For he deſcending from the 4edian blood, 
(Which Empire Cyr: had ſo late ſubdu'd,) 
Took the Infeftion, the deſign embrac'd, 
But in the Throne he his own Kinſman plac'd. 
Who in that borrow'd Name to th* Empire climbs, 
Making my Sword a Patron to his Crimes. | 
And by that cheat abug?d the World, and me, 
Deluding both our Faiths and Loyalty. 
Dar. Since Laws of Monarchy ſo rigid are, 
That in my. Throne my Friend's forbid to ſhare: 
Accept an Empire in my Breaſt———nd here; 
And may our Royal Siſter in your Love, 
As happy as I in your Friendſhip prove. 
Otan. Your worth, brave /ntaphernes, makes her yours? . 
Int. Madam 
Orind, Obedience my conſent procyres. 
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(6) 
Yet though a Father, and a Brother too, bn 
Have both beſtow'd me as a gift on You ; "> 
I in that gift muſt grant the Nobler part; 
They give Orinda, 1 Orinda's Heart. 

Int, Yours in a Crown, in Love's my happineſs ; 
Mine may be lower, Sir, than yours, not Ie. 

Dar. The ” Lawrels now ſhall fade no more: 
Your Merits do your Raviſht Crown reſtore. 
And for 
Thoſe wrongs Cambyſes has to Egypt done, 
I give **m back more than his Arms e*re won. 
Your ſelf I to your Throne reſtore, Thus Fate 


- Ordains that glory ſnov!d on Beauty wait. 


Ofir. Do you remember now your Vows, and Love? 
Mand. Love, of all Crimes, cannot forgetful prove, 


«Since thus my calmer Fates reffore my Crown, 


Now the gods ſmile, Adandana cannot frown. 

Honour and Love now both perform their part, 

I give an Empire where I give a Heart. 

Otan, Though for your ſake F do a Throne diſdain, 

Yet my Poſterity with yours ſhall Reign. 

And in your Heirs your blood ſhall mix 'with miae: 

As divers Fountains in one Current-joyn. 

This to my Fame the only glory brings, 

Not to wear Crowns, but- have a Race of Kings. 

Dar. And this my only Glory I muſt own, 

Adopted to your blood, and to a Throne. 

All that I am, your Beauty rais'd me to: 

1 to a Crown aſpire to merit you, 

Thus to a Throne no common ways 1 moye, 

Others riſe by Ambition, I by Loye. 

E PIL QO GC UE. 
He Perſian Laws now ceaſe to ſeem ſevere ; Nay, you have found a ; 
Tou have more cruel < or _ here : | 0 as, ny A tm ns 

Tour undiſputed paw'r, who Judges ſit, But mangre all your ſpight, Poers of late © 

To Sentence all the Treſpaſſes of wit. Stand ftoutly unconcern'd at their Play's Fate: 
How can our Author then his doom recal ; Provided, "tis their defling to gain, : 
He knows he muſt under your Fuftiee fall ; Like the fam'd Rojal Slave, a third days Rei 
Being guilty of ſo capital a Crime, Then Sacr;fice 'em as you pleaſe "gn. 
As ſhedding ſo much Humane blood in Rhime, Bat if jou'l be ſo prodigal to give 

Amongft you Wits ſuch monſtrous faions rage, Our ſawcy Scribler a three days reprieve : 

Sach various cenſures, that 'ris thought the Stage | He #mpudently fears be'll boldly ve, F 


Breeds more Opinions, and produces far When your hand's in, to beg your par 


ka . " don foo, 
Ate Hereſies than ths late Civil War. this, his but ! 
Nay, Poets too themſelves, of late, they ſay, If this, his fuft, proſperouſly hit. 


And ſcape thoſe Rochs wh 4 
The greatefi Hefors are that ere buff d Play. ſcape thoſe Rocks where be ſees others ſpttt : 


Me vows be'll write once mor 
Lake the Iſſue of the Dragons teeth, one Brother What your kind favar's i e, only * fs 


[To Darius. 
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In a Poetich fury falls on other. | Fawh, far once grant it, that th 
Tit" thought you'l grow to that exceſs of Rage, Tour ſmiles have been the p whe py 
That Ben had need come guarded on the Stage. FINIS. ne 


A 


GED 


Acted: by 


: "Us Highneſs the Duke of Yort's Servan 


—  — ——_—— 4 


Aut Famam her, aut” fibi comoenientia fe 
Scriptor- Hor, de Arts Poet. 


_— a CO—_ 


The Fourth h Edition.” 


4 —_— — 


v4 


"Licenſed, March 6: w_ 
ROGER, 


% 


» CLANS 
«GG — XN 


% 


\ 


| NOV 7 196. 
* wHt® 


4. 


'The Actors Names. 


Cambyſes, the true King of Perfa. Mr. Bettert 

Prexajpes, His Favourite. Mr. Harris. 

Otanes, Father to Phedima, & Orinda, e Perſian Princes, Mr. Crosby, 
Heir to the Per/tan Crown. SGeneral of C _ 

Darius, Contracted to Phedima. byſes's Army. Mr. Smith. 

Artaban, A Perſian Lord of Cambyſes's Train. Mr. Norris. 

Ofiris, a Young Captive Prince, Contrafted to Mandana, Mrs. Long. 


Smerdis, an Impoſtor, Uſurper of the Perſian Crown ; 
Reigning in the Name of Smerdis, Younger Brother | 
to Cambyſes, privately Murder'd by Prexaſpes : known Mr. HeeFon 
only to Prexaſpes, and Pataſithes. 

Patafithes, His Friend; left Deputy of Perfia, during | 

* Caihbyſes's Progreſs into Egypt. [ Mr. Sandfo 

Theramnes, A Diſguis'd Syrian Prince, now ; ; 
General of Smerdis's Army, privately in Love' Mr. Toung, | 


with Orimda. 


Phedima, in Love with Dartus. | Mrs. Jenning 

Orin1a, Her Siſter. Mrs, Dixon; 

Mandana, A Captive Princeſs, Heireſs to the Ezyptian | 
Crown, Daughter to Amafis, flain by Prexaſpes, at> Mrs. Better 
Cambyſes's Command, ; 


Auretta, and Atoſſa, waiting Ladies to Phedima and Orinda. 
Two High P:eſts, Perfran Magicians, 
Captain of Guards to Smerdis, 
Villains, Giolts, Spirits, Maſquers, Meſſengers, Executinners, Gui 
and Attendants. > 


The Scene, Suſa and Cambyſes's Camp, near ds% 


PROLOGUE. 
0 
| .{ Tth no ſmall pains our Autor has this day 
Brought on the Stage a damn'd dull ſerious Play. 
But what the Devil is he like to gain? 
if Wits, like States, with a joynt pow'r might Reign, 
4 Poet's labour then were worth the while, 
ould he plead Cuſtom, and demand your ſmile. 
But that was ne're in faſhion. Poets ought 
To write with the ſame Spirit Cziar fought : 
Indifferent Writers are contemn'd, for now 
There grow no Lawrels for a common brow : 
one but great Ben, Shakeſpear, or whom this Age 
as made their Heirs, ſucceed now on the Stage. 
s Eagles trye their Toung againſt the Sun ; 
he ſelf-ſame hazard all Toung Writers run : 
They are accounted a falſe baſtard Race 
bat are not able to look Wit *th* Face; 
#nd therefore muſt expett ay equal Fate, 
o he diſown'd as illegitimate : 
us conſcious of their weakaeſſes and wants, 
bey know their doom ; as deſarts to young Plants, 
ou no more Mercy to Toung Writers ſhow, 
ou damn and blaſt 'em ere they've time to grow. 
bas: you have learnt the Turkith Craelty, 
Phen Elder Brothers Reign, the Tounger dye. 
Put as theſe Turks, when they're for Death defign'd,. 
his favour from their Cruel Brothers find, 
rangled by Mutes, who fitted for the Fatt, 
Fant Tongues to ſpeak the Cruelty they Att, 
mowing. the dangers of a publick ſhame, 
w Rhimer hopes his Fate may be the ſame : 
# humbly begs, if you muſt cruel be, 2 


\ 


d make no noiſe when you his doom decree, 
of you damn him, damn bim filently. __ 
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Actus primus, Scena prima, 


[ — — | —_— —— —_— 


SCENE, a Pavillion Royal, 


Cy ty Ir II ago. + one WTO 4 * 


The Curtain drawn, is repreſented Cambyſes ſeated on a Throne ; attended by 
Otanes, Darius, Artaban, Prexaſpes, Guards, Slaves, and Attendance 
with the Princeſs Mandana, and Ladies. 


Cambyſes deſcends form the Throne, 


Eamb. He trembling World has ſhook at my Alarms ; 
Aſia and Africa have felt my Arms. : 
My glorious Conquelts too did farther flye.; | 
| taught th? Egyprian god Mortality : 


By me great Apis fell ; and now you ſee 
They are compellÞd to change their Gods for me. 
I have done deeds, where Heaven's high pow*r was foyl'd,. 
Piercing thoſe Rocks where Thunder has been toyl'd. 
Now, like our Sun, when there remains no more, 
Fhither retura whence we ſet out before. 

Otan, Returning thus, Great Sir, you have out-done 
All other glories, which your Arms have won, 
Inferiour Conquerours their Triumphs get 


CO ———_—— RT 


When they advance, but you, when you retreat. 
Dar. All Worthies now mult yield to you alone, 
And diſappear, as Stars before the Sug. 
Thus Cyrus, who all Aſia did defeat, 
Becauſe ſo near you, does not ſeem fo great. 
| Prex. Cambyſes, no: Your Honour there muſt yield : 
Your Father Cy-/*s fame has yours excelld. 
Since in one Act - he,did all yours out-dc 


(2) 
Camb, Though th? utmoſt bounds of Earths large Frame's my right, 
Where e're the Tributary Sun pays light ; 
Though the whole World has my great Triumph bin, 
Ye: {till 1 have a Conqueſt left to win ; 
Mandana's heart ——— Handana, ceaſe to mourn ; 
Your tears do thoſe fair eyes but ill adorn. 
Mand, Th:fe cyes, thus deckt in tears, become her fate 
T hit wears e?m. 
Camo, Noz you muſt your-griefs abate. 
. Tears have, like Tides, their Ebbs : And each kind flow?r, 
After a ſullen Cloud, and ſtormy ſhow?r, 
Locks freſh, and fmiles at the next Sun. 
Aud, — — ht 
Will never ſce my Father in his 1hrone ; 
That Sun that ſaw you Triumph in his blood, 
That faw you (who on EgypY*s ruines ſtood) 
D-face our Temples, and their Pow'rs dehe, 
That lent me Chains, and gave you Victory, 
As if you to ſuch wang of Foes were driv*a, 
\W hen th? Earth you'd Conquer'd, to wage War with Heav?n. 
Camb, Their Pow'rs that made my greatneſs ſo ſublime, 
Have made my Glory and ſucceſs my Crime. 
Forgive me that my Conqueſt was my fault, 
And what th? Impartial chance of War hath wrought. 
Forge: his Dcath, and Ple your fate retrieve, 
Your King and Father both in me ſhall live, 
Mard. You vainly your untimely favours place; 
Thus treachcrous Serpents wound thoſe they embrace. 
A ſudden trembling ſhoots through all my veins, 
And in my breaſt his murdei*d Image Reigns. 
Sach horror does my haunted foul affright, 
That 1 muſt flje his Cruel Murd*rers fight. 
You, by in{tint, who did his death deſign, | 
Aſhulting of his blood, laid ſiege to mine. [ Exit Mand. and Laates. 
Cmb, Ye ſubtle Pow'rs, that humane paſlions rule, 
That take your private walks withia my ſoul; 
Whence is your Title, that this pow'r you have 
Thus to Cecgrade a Monarch to a Slave ? 
And yct ſn:ch Charms from thoſe bright Circles flow, | 
That 1 mult thank hcr eyes that made me {o, | 
Prex. A ſudden found of Trumpets ſtrikes my .Ezr. | 
| [Trunpets heard from within, 
Artab, lt ſ;ems the Voyce of ſome new Triumph ncar, | 
Camb. Some Herald, or Emballador, or ſome | 
Poor petty Prince, that does a ſupplyzat come 
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CY 3 


Give &em ſuch Entertainment as may ſhew 


Cambyſes is their King, and Conquerour too. CExit Dar. 
What ſhouts are theſe ? Ha ! louder yet ! Go forth, [Shouts from within, 
And tell *tm that 1 will allay their mirth. [Exit Otanes, 


Ist my good nature makes the Slaves grow proud, 
To dare to be thus Inſolent, and loud ? 
Loud, and ungovern'd mirth, raſh AQts performs, 
Kind gales, grown turbulent, and high, are Storms. [Enter Darius ir haſte. 
Dar. A Cloud of People does your Camp ſurround ; 
And their Triumphant cryes eccho this ſound, 
Long live King Smerdis. 
Camb. Ha! What's this I hear ? 
Prex. What may provoke your Sword, but not your fear. 
Enter Otanes, in haſte. 
Otan, The Tumult's loud : Their guilty Joyes do ſhew 
They pay to Smerdis what to you they owe. 
Camb. Does Smerdis then Uſurp my Throne? My Lords, 
We ſhall not want new Subjects for our Swords : 
Though the raſh Boy's ambition does not know 
What dangerous height his pride has rais'd him to, 
Yet 1 will make him know from whence he falls : 
Advance my Standard then to Su/a's Walls : 
And the next Morning our bright Sun ſhall riſe, 
Ador'd with blood, and Humane Sacrihce. [Exeunt Onnes, 
[preter Camb, ard Prex. 
Does Smerdis live ſtill, a reproach to be, 
Both to my p2wer, and thy fidelity ? 
SuhjeCts the breath of Monarchs ſhould attend, , 
Ob:ying that on which their lives depend. 
The Wills of Princes, who then dares diſpute, 
Whoſe Precepts, as their Crowns, re ablolute ? 
Prex, If Smerdis, Sir, does any Scepter ſway, 
Nepeure has lent him that which rules the Sea ; 
For there he lyes ſecure : There, where cach Wave 
May proudly paſs Triumphant ore his Grave. 
Camb. How then, Sir, arc the dead fo pow'rful grown, 
To make a Reſurrettion to my Throne ? 
Prex. You know I'm Loyal, and may truſt he's dead. 
Camb, T hou lyeft, Slave z one word mote forſeits your Head. 
How dare you tell me that he's dead, when I 
Thick it kind Fortunes greateſt Courteſie, 
That he ſtil! lives ; and lives to wear my Crown ? 
For ſince the Conquer?d World? already won, 
Thanks, ye kind Fates, that raiſe new Foes, CVafford 
Freſh SubjeQts ſtill for my Vi&Rorious Sword. 
Though Smerajs live 1? out-brave his Kings command, 
*Tis but to fall by a more noble hand. 
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”” And that which does my willing Sword invite, 
I now ſhall Conquer in Mandana's light. 
Ple Court her with the Glory of my Arms: 
Conqueſt and War, like Beauty, haye their Charms. Ex, 
Prex. i w, n0t believd ! Have | ſo oft, for this, 
Obey'd 'i: Rage, and blooiy Cruelties ? 
When R-p.s a2 Murders were but common fin , 
Such hea! of blood have but my paſtime bin. 
Aug, it: r<quita}, Pm thus 1ar arriv'd, 
I tind a Tyrant's Favourire's ſhori-liv'd, 
My Death he threatens ; Since he does diſtruſt 
My faith aad Loyalty, ic were but juſt, 
That he ſhould find me falſe who thinks me fo : 
Nor ain | bred ſo tame, or born ſo low, 
To be out-bray*d by Kings. 
Enter a Meſſenger, who delivers a Letter to Prex. 
Meſs. From Smerdis, Sir, and truſt 
To find him grateful, as he finds you juſt. 
Prex Happy occaſion. Now I may purſue 
Both my Revenge, aud my Ambicion too. [Aſide, 


ens the Letter, 
Go tell your King, I muſt not ſtop my ears CF Fo 
When Monarchs thus are my Petitioners. CEx. Meſs. 
Aſſiſt him ! ' i [Paſig upon the Letter, 
True Statzſmen ſhould not regard ; 
The Juſtice of the Aft, but the reward. 
The Acdian Crown ! His promiles are large, 
And intereſt will greater fgults diſcharge. 
Now I will find freſh ſubjefts for Fame's wings, 
. . To tell the World I 1u:2 the fate of Kings, 
' Though I car'c boaſt of Ciowns, my glory is, 
That Empires by muy power do fall, aad riſe. 
Perhaps the Frantick zesl *och* World may ſay, 
I injure Heaven, when I my King becray. - 
Let Fools be juſt, court Shrines have homage paid 
To Images, thoſe Gods in Maſquerade. 
Religion, Loyalty, and th? aery ſcrowl 
Of Gods, are ſtrangers to a Scythiar?*s ſoul. [Exit, 


Scena Secunda. The Scene continues. 


Enter Mandana, ſola. 
Mand. And will the angry gods for ever frown ? 
Have L not loſt a- Father, and a Crown ? 
But that which moſt Heaven's cruelty does ſhew, 
Who ſhares my heart does ſhare my fortune too. 
The hand of War more cruel wounds ne're gave ; 
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Oſiris too is the proud Tyranv's Slave. 

Could Providence this unjuſt deed deſign, 

Oſiris ſhould wear any Chains ——but mine ? 

Our Fate the malice of our Stars docs prove ; 

If there be any Stars that envy Love. 

Enter to her, Oſiris, 
Ofir, Do you remember thoſe ſtrict Vows you made, 

And thoſe ſoft Charms in whiſpers you conyey?d, 

Whea I, and Egype both, did happy prove, 

They in their King, I in MMandan#'s Love ? 

Mand, I do, Ofwis; Aud remember too, 

I always paid my promiſes to you. 

Oſi-, Your Conſtancy confirms that happineſs 

"Which your high favour did at firſt confer ; 

But Souls ſo much divine can do no leſs, 

As Gods are coaſtanr, *cauſe they cannot erre. 

This day, I hope, our Mutual Loves ſhall Crown. 
Mand, Yes, Sir, it (hall, if Heaven will give us leave: 
Oſir, When you, Mandana, (mile, Heaven cannot frown. 
Mand. No, unkind fate does your fond hopes deceive, 

| _ You know, Oſiris, that I made this Vow, 
© That, with my Love, I would my Crown beſtow. 
And from her Vow, Mandana will not ſtart : 
Fle give an Empire, when I give a heart. 
But ſince my Captive fare my Crown has loſt, 
Your hopes aud mine thus equally are croſt. 

"Fo give you tes, would fn tos low-rr thing, - 
My heart. alane's too mcan an Offering, 

Oſir. In this dzcree you do too cruel prove, 

To think that Fortune can give Laws to Love. 
And to your Beauty youre injurious grown z 
You cannot borrow luſter from a Crown. 

"No; tre-who in Mwdzn's Breaſt Joth Reign;— 
Is taught all meaner Empires to diſdain. 

Mand. Oſiris, no, your too fond Zeal miſtakes, 
Love. will admit no Slaves but what it makes, 
Love by our Miſeries would ſullicd be, 

Eclips'd, and Clouded in Captivity. | 
Our Fate the Crowning of our Loye Contrauls, 

Oſir. We have] but Captives Fortunes, not their Squls; 
Their Souls to th? higheſt pitch of greatneſs riſe, {| 
That can the empty frowns of_Fate deſpiſe. |. ...... 

Ia our dark Fortune Love will ſhine more bright: 
As Diamonds borrow luſtre from the night. | 

Mand. No, no, you muſt your hopeleſs Love forgo. 
You muſt, Ofris,—-Love will have it ſo. 

Ox, And can you give what 1 ſhall ne're enjoy ? 


: (6) 
Ean Love a Lovers Happineſs deſtroy ? 
Mand, if .&5e my Stars my rawwfhrt Crown reſtore, [She Sigh. 

Till-then, expect that | can give no more, 

Oſir. You are too cruel. 

Mand. No, bam too kind, 

This R:ſolution ingpy Preaſt is gd, —— Proffers to out, at which Oſiris 

L4e-command” yor, urge io more. offers to ſpeak, 

Oſir. You may 

Command my Death, you know I muſt ebey. 

Mand. No, my Oſiris, live, and live to be 

More happy, than you-can be-made by me. : 

/vaYet from your Breaſt, ZZ HF A UNO 07) 

Let not AMandana-be ſoar remow”d; f 

\ -Bux ſtill you-may remember that we Lovd: | [Exit, 

v *Oſir. Oh, my hard Fate! 

She does deny-me- Love, yet bids me Wve: 

Yet *cis her kindneſs does this (ſentence give. 

How ſtrangcly is my Happineſs deſtroy'd ? 

Her too much Love Love's ruine has decreed : 

As Lampe, that ſurfeit when they*re overcloy'd, 


Scena Tertia, The Scene, 4 Palace. 


Enter Smerdis, and Pataſithes, with Guards and Attendants. 


Pat. *Twas by Heaven's pleaſure, and our wills decreed, 

To place the Crown of Perſia on your head. 
Ler dull ſucceſſive Monarchs idly wait 
To be enthron'd by the flow hand of Fate. 
And Phcanix like, expedCt their rife, and power, 

Only from th” aſhes of an Anceſtour. 

You by a Nobler force have Empire gain'd, 

Wreſting the Scepter from Cambyſes hand. 

Thys on his ruin you his Throne aſcend, 
" | And made the means as glorieus, as the end. 
'  Smerd, The Fate of Crowns depends. on common chance, 
| Forture and pow'r may to a Throne advance. 

Bur to confirny that Crown our pow?r affords, 
* Requires our/ Souls. more aCtive than our Swords. 

Pat. You muſt yer ACt unſeen, and veile your pow'r, 

Until your Thunder®s'in your hand ſecure. 

\Till then, Sir, you yoar Majeſty muſt ſhrowd, 

'Like Lightning, taking birth firſt from a Cloud. 
Till you, like that, a full-blown Glory wear, 
And gain at once, both reyerence and fear. 


Do periſh by that Oyl on which they feed, [ Exit. 


- 7 7 7 


| 


__ 


(7) 


Enter Theramnes. 
Ther.” Your Subjefts joys grow loud, as is your fate ; 
Perſia ſpeaks nothing now, but Smerdis Name. 


— And-their-exceffive joys fo Iigh-advance, — 


Their Piery's joyn*d with their Allegiance; 
Rendring that Homage, which to Heaven is due, 
Adoring leſs the riling Suu, than you. G 

Smerd. ?Tis this muſt make my Sov*reignty compleat ; 
Thoſe joys that ſpeak them Loyal, ſpeak me great. 

Ther.\\Y ou Conqu roots have-out done: Your-name offords 
Fire ſul:j-of -more Trophies, than their. Swords, - 
Great Cyrus glories muit ſubmit to you g 
He Con4ucr?d Nations, you their Hear:s ſubdue. 

Smerd. This is but half a Conqueſt ; who defends 
A Crown, conquers his Foes, as well as Friends. 

And now our caule for ſpeedy action calls ; 
Cambyſes 18 in tight of S«ſ2's Walls. 

Go then, - Theramnes, muiter all our Force, 
Our Syrian iutantry, and Perſian Horſe. 
Prepare ſuch ſtrength, chat it may be expreſt 
That we can «onquer, it he dare reliſt, 

Ther, | do not Conqu ſt doubt : Whileſt Monarchs are 
Themſ:lves above plac'd in a bigher Sphear 3 


| You, like the Heav*ns, your ſacr.d pow*rs diſpence, 


| 


You'll give us Conqueſt by your lafluence, 

Smerd. Se: how th: fond delud:d World miſtakes, 
And what falſe light my borrow'd glory makes : 
Yer ſuch as 0az!os Prr/ia This difpuife 


| Has rais'd"ſo thick a miſt before their eyes ; 


| 


That my be{t Friends, Theramnes, and the croud 
Of woadring Subjects, all are in one Cloud ; 


' And their/miſtaker Faiths ſo far adyancez 


Thatthey ſeem Rivalsria Allegiance — 


| Like their Devotion who the gods implore, 
| Men fiſt believe, and then they do adore. 


0 


| 


Pat, Thus Kings and Beaucy in this Title ſhare, 
"Tis the adorers cye makes Beauty fair. 
The Perſtans thus by their Allegiance ſhow, 
Yowre the true Prince, if they but think you ſo. 
Smerd. | by ſuch Arts do the Worlds Empire ſway, 
As the Worlds frame does Natures Laws obey ; 
Mov*d by a Cauſe admir*d, but never known. . 
Secrets of State and Heav'n agree in One. 
Thus I, and thus the Gods themſelves diſguiſe ” 


Their high*(t deſigns in darkeſt Myſteries. 
B'a z-== 


Exit, 


[Exennt, 
Seen 
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Scena Quarta. The Scene continues, 
Enter Phedima, and Orinda. 


| X 
Orind, Love in my Breaſt ſhould with flow progreſs move, 
Were there no other intereſt in Love, : 
Phed. Why, what more can there be? 
Ormd, — Yes, I would have 
My Beauties Captive be my Honours ſlave. 
Brave Conqwrours ſcorn the prize they win, whilſt they 
Aim only at the fame of Victory. 
But your too humble Love takes a low flight, 
. When you thus dote upon a Favourite : 
Can your Darius 
Phed. Can Darins ſeem 
Unworthy then of Phedima's eſteem ? 
*Twere lmpious to wiſh my paſſion leſs : 
His merits, not my Love, have their exceſs. 
Orind. Love, like a pleaſant Dream, diſturb'd or croſt, 
The fancy wakes, and then the pleaſure?s loſt. 
My preſence then will but injurious prove, [Scornfully, 
Silence and privacy are fit for Love. [CExit. 
Phed. And can ſhe be fo cruel, to reprove 
Her heart which to Daris does incline ? 
Whom all the World can do no leſs than Love, 
At leaſt, if I may judge all hearts by mine. 
[Enter Smerdis, who having a while gaz'd upon her, advances 
to ber; ſhe ſeeing him, draws her Vele oucr ber Face. 
Smerd. Madam, too late you do my fight deprive, 
What's in a moment born, an Age may live. 
This makes you think (that ſince your pow”r is ſuch) 
Where an aſſault has won, a ſiege too much. 
Having th? aſſurance of your Conqueſt found, 
You bide the Weapon now you've given the wound. 
Enter Pataſithes, wnſcen, 
Pat, Ha! this ſtrange language does myſterious ſound ; 
It is a Riddle which I can't expound. 
Smerd, Yet you mult pity thoſe chaſt flames you raiſe, 
The gods themſelves ſimile on their Votaries. 
And yet the Heay*®ns, when they vouchſafe to ſmile, 
Suffer no Clouds to interpoſe the while. 
But your injurious Veile permits no glance 
Should my fond hopes with the leaſt glimpſe advance. 
Phed. Stranger, what means this language, and how dares 
Your ill-bred confidence aſſault my Ears ? 
This boldneſs merits more than my diſdain 
And frowns can punilh:; 
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Smerd, Yet your ſelf reſtrain 

The Pow*r of both, whilſt you thus VeiPd, confute 

That puniſhment your frowns ſhould execute. 

The fierceſt Lightning never wounds, when thus 

A Veile of Clouds is drawn *twixt that and us. [Unveilet her. 
Phed, A Perſian Ladies Honour is profan'd, 

Who bears this uſage from an unknown hand: 

What frenzy has poſleſt your Soul ? 
Smerd. Your Eyes 

Do ill to make my heart their Sacrifice 3 

And then condemn him who does offer it. 
Phed. My ſcorn's too little, where th? affront's ſo great. [Proffers to go; 
Smerd. Hold, cruel fair, and your juſt anger ſtay, 

With ſuch repentance Vle my fault repay : 

That 1 will ſhew my Love is ſo ſublime, 

That it can expiate a Lovers Crime, 
Pat. Ha ! how does his diſtratted fancy rove, 

Prefer*'d to Empire, to ſubmit to Love ! [ Aſide, 
Smerd. | preſt too far, I muſt confeſs, yet though 

Your coyneſs threatned, it invited too. 

Thus curious, we int? angry Comets pry, 

W hich but, at belt, threaten ill deſtiny : 

When our inquiry docs not reach ſo far, 

To know the aſpect of a milder Star. 
Pat. Tv InfeCtion ſpreads. No longer I endure 

To ſee that which | muſt prevent, or cure. 

Love, like the Stars that rule*t, ſhould ative move, 

You are too idle, Sir, to be in Love. [To Smerd.; 

Come, Sir, ſhe's yours. 
Phed, Ye gods! 
Smerd, — Hold, Sir, you wrong - 
Pat. | only tell you, that you talk too long, 

Levers ſhould not ſuch tedious Treaties hold, 

Love is a thing that's ſooner done, than told. 

But you miſtake ; Love takes a Nobler courſe, 

Conqueſts are not by parly won, but force. 


Here, take her then. [Thrafts ber rudet } 
Phed. Defend me, Heavens. f uaely ro Smerd 


Smerd. ———— Raſh Man, 
Hold your rude hands; you all that's good profane. 
Phed, Audacious [To Pat. 
Oh, I underſtand you now : [To Smerd. 
Have you Conted”rates and Aſliſtants too ? ; 
How dares your ſalvage fury grow ſo rude, 
To force that Virtue which you cans delude ? 
Smerd. Diſpel your fears, your Virtue is ſecure; 
Since your protection is in your own pow'r ; 


———— 
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hus doubly guarded, by the Pow'rs of Heav?n, 
And by thoſe Pow'rs Heayv*n to your Charms has giv*a, 
Phed. No, Raviſhers; no more this I»r:guage ule, 
The Succeſs failing, you the Guilt excuſe. 
Your ſting-leſs fury wants the powr to hurt, 
You'know you are within the Perſian Court: 
Your Violence choſe an improper ſtage : 
This Sanctuary guards me from your rage. 
Pit. See with what courage ſhe her Cauſe pratets ; 
You bur the Kiag, but ſhe the Tyrant as, 
| Bur ſhe derives her pow?r from your tame fears ; 
| She knows that Lovers dare not give offence: 
| Thus Fear makes gods; who deify*d the Stars, 
| But only thoſe who fear'd their Influence ? 
i If you then Lov'd, why did you not enjoy ? 
|) Can a King's Modeſty his Hopes deſtroy ? 
Smerd, Such baſe and unjuſt deeds would but proclaim 
| Me an Impoſtor greater than I am. 
Pat. *Tis Kings make Jualtice, and not Juſtice Kings, 
And in that Name you may Att greater things, 
And ſtill bz juſt. The Perſ6an Kings deſign 
No Woman more than for a Concubine, 
And in that onely Name ſhe ſhould not have 
The Courtſhip of a Miſtreſs, but a Slave. 
You then ſhould force her whom you could not move. 
Smerd. Force may ſupport my Empire, not my Loye. 
Beauty, like Majeſty, 1s facred too : 
nd muſt ic then be thus profan®d by you ? 
Pat. Your thoughts and paſllions are too humble grown, 
ou do forget you're ſeated on a Throne. 
Smerd. Can Pataſuhbes (o inhumare prove ? 
e gave me Empire, but deſtroys my Love. 
his is that Phedima Pve ſe:n before; 
hat | then but admir?d, I now adore, 
y nrivacy my Paſſion then confin'd ; 
flame too noble for to low a mind. 
ow nothing my Love's freedom can controul; 
ly Empire*s limits do enlarge my ſoul, 


Scena Quinta, Scene continues, 


Erter Theramnes, and Phedima, 


Phed. Their rudeneſs was fo great 
Ther. —-——— And do they live? 

ot you nor Heav”n can this offence forgive. 
painſt you there can be no venial Crimes : 


— —_—— 


Ys, 


[Exit. 


[Exit, 


[ Ext, 


Your 
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Your anger ought to kill where it condemns. / 
And Ple be th? Executioner. But teach 
Me where I may choſe rude offenders reach : 
And I will force their guilty blood no more 
Than bluſh for their bold Crime. 
Phed. - That cannot be ; 
For they are Men I never ſaw before, 
Strangers alike to Honour, and to me. | 
Ther. Do bat deſcribe %em then, and you ſhall ſee, 
To find *em my revenge ſhall, in your name, 
Quick-ey*d as Envy be, and ſwift as Fame. 
Phed. By all I can deſcribe, 1 underſtood 
Their Virtues are inferiour to their blood, 
By th* Habit which they wore they ſeem?'d to be 
Some of the Perſian chief Nobility. 
Ther, My lnt'reſt in the Perſian Court ſhall ſhew 
How much my zeal in your juſt cauſe can do : 
To find thoſe Raviſhers ſuch ſcearch, Ple make, 
That in their very Eyes their guilt Ple track. 
I on my Honour Vow Flggiſe ſuch Arts, 
Who ere they are, to eh their guilty Hearts. [Exit, 
Phed. Theramnes, ſtay———Alas, he's gone too far. 
How fierce and ſwift the wings of Honour are ! 
I fear that he will ſome raſh A perform, 
Hurried fike Waves that ſwell into a ſtorm. 
And yet his zeal I cannot but approve: 
Friendſhip a ſecond Rival is to Love. 


h 


Finis AE, prims, 


——— i _— 


AQus Secundus. Scena prima. Scene continues. 
Enter Smerdis, 


Smerd. | (Be Heav'n whatever Fate for me deſign, 
'Tis Smerdis muſt make Smerais Glory ſhine. 
My Stars can but their utmoſt pow*rs diſpence : 
But le A things above their influence. 
Enter to him, Theramnes penſively, not ſeeing Smerdis. 
Ther. It muſt be done. Pm bound by Honours Laws, 
And more, *tis in Orinds's Siſter's cauſe. 
I want not courage, and I dangers ſcorns _- Aﬀide, 
Yet on mine Honour ſuch an Oath Ive ſworn, 
That | want to perform my Vow. 
Smerd. W ſits on Ther«-mmnes brow ? 
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. ſome requeſt for which your eyes do plead. 
Name it, it ſhall be done. 

Nothing ſhall make me from my promiſe ſhrink, 
For [ dare Act whatever you dare think. 

Ther. You cannot Act that Kindneſs which I want, 
Smerd. You cannot ask that which I cannot grant 
At your R: queſt. 

Ther. ——Sir, in a Ladies cauſe 
I am engag'u by Honours ſacred Laws, 
In her Revenge to Act a Chamjpion*s part, 
'To write hzr wrongs on her Offender's Heart, 
Burt I (hall be as blind in my purliuit, 
As is that Juſtice I would Execute. | 
Nor can your poawr, where th? Objetts are unknown, 
Dire& my hand, nor reach them wich your own; 
Smerd. Theramnes, you a Prince's pow*r miſtake, 
Monarchs the ſecrets of the Skyes can track, 
And ſearch Heav*ns counſels ; haw then can Mankind 
Att in a Cloud that which we cannot find ? | 
Ple find them if they live. But, Sir, her name 
Who does this Juſtice, and your courage claim 
The time, the place where they did At their Crime ? 
Ther. The Scene it was your Palace, Sir, the time 
This Morning, and her name is Phedima. 
Smerd. That only name does all my Spirits awe. 
Then as I promis'd in your cauſe 1 joyn : 
Therannes, draw your Sword, as | draw mine, 
To give the blow I will direct you where; 
And that you may not miſs his Heart 
That you more boldly may her canſe defend, 
Know her Offender is your King and Friend. 
What, does your Courage ſhake, and muſt you pauſe 
W hen Honour calls you in a Ladies cauſe ? 
Or ivr your fear that does reſiſt your Vow ? 
Ther, Though Vows are ſacred, ſo are Monarchs too. 
"Tis not, Great Sir, the want of Courage ſtays 
My hand, ?tis Reverence o'ce my Valour ſways, \ 
Theramnes dares not think, much leſs At that 
Which the molt ſalvage Lyons tremble, at. 
For Lyons dare not *gainſt their Prince Rebel, 
They want the, pow?r "to hurt, and I the will. 


Smerd, Theſe light excuſes, are, too weak : You muſt 


Perform your Vow, or be proclaig?d-unjuſt. 

* Ther. A ſtronger tye that promiſe-does remit, 
And I am now more juſt in breakiog it ; 

No tyes of Honour ever yet could. be 
. So ſtrong, as the Crict bonds of 


£3 


ayalty. _——_ 


[ Afoae, 


| [ Draws, 
ſtrike here. [Points to his Breaſt. 
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Smerd. Then on your Loyalty I command you do 
What Honour and your Vow has bound you to. 
Ther. And can you give ſo cruel a Command ? 
Tis Dcath agaiuft my King to lift my Hand, 
Smerd. And what is worſe, *tis Death to diſobey. 
Ther. But dying thus | dye the nobler way. 
Theramnes dares not itrike, but he dares dye 
When you will have it 10. 
Smerd, — My Cruelty 
You do miſtake. Thera»mes, you ſhall live : 
For that which | command, | can forgive. 
They. But you command what Heav'n cannot permit. 
Sm:rd. The Wills of Kings and tieav*n together meet; 
Vou've made a Vow to reach my Heart, and Heaven 
To chat grea: Act ics free conſent has giv?a. 
Your Fricaaſhip, not yuu Sword ſhall Act that part, 
For you unara'e, Theraumes, reach my Hearr, FEmbrages him, 
Ther Your favours are advanc'd to that valt height | g 
I fear that | (hl fink under the weight. x 
Smerd Sir, ſince you re engag'd by Honours Laws, 
To p«: form Julti-e in this Lacies Cauſe 
Go uſe all Aits and Argumn.nts to bring 
Her to the preſence of th: Perſian King, 
Inform hcr that he kuows thoſe Raviſh-rs, 
And that their lufoleace has react”d his Ears: 
Since Juſtice co the right of Kings belongs, 
Tell hcr H= ſhall be Proud to right her wrongs ; 
And, as thzir Judge, do Juſtice in defence 
Of Beauty, aad of injui*d innoceace, 
Ther, | go. 
Smerd And with ſuceeſs return, and may 
Thoſe Stars that zovern Love direct your way. CExit Theramnes! 
This gearous conteſt gave me means to try 
Theramness Friendſhip, and his Loyalty. 
And happily 1 have contriv?d © obtain 
The (ight of my fair Coaqurour once agalo. 
But oh, I can but think how 1 muſt now 
Be both the Judge, and the Offender too. 
But though 1 juſtly then deſery?'d her frown, 
Becaule ſhe did not know | wore a Crown: 
Now L more Nobly will her pallion move, 
Ple make my Crown an Agent for my Love. 
If ſhe eſteem her Hcart a gifr too great, 
I then will purchaſe what 1 can'c iatreat. 
Enter to lim, Prexaſpes in diſguiſe, led in by the Guards, 
Capt. of the Guards, This Fellow, -Sir, we in the Palace law ; 


\ _ \Therannes, | ſubmit to follow you. 
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His too ſuſpicious Iooks, and garb deſcry 
A guilty fear, the mask of Treachery. 
. Smerd. Audacious Rebel, Slave, what bold deigg——u 
Prex.- Sir, my deſign is juſt, 
Smerd. ——-And ſo is mine. 
And of my Juſtice thus Ple give you proof : 
See inſtantly the Traytor?s Head ſtruck off. [To the Guards: 
Enter Pataſithes. 
Prex, T* expreſs that I dare dye for you, that breath 
That rules Prexa/ſpes life, may give him death. [Undiſeniſes himſelf. 
Smerd. Prexaſpes | 
Pat. Ha ! Prexaſpes ! 


Smerd, Fatal chance! 
Your care has witneſt your Allegiance, [To the Guards. 
Withdraw. [ Exennt Guards, 
Dear Friend, your doom is chang'd and now, 
1 muſt condemn my guilty ſelf, not you, [Embraces him. 


Prex. In this diſguiſe 1 from the Camp am come, 
To tell you I have ſeal'd Cambyſes doom. 
'Led by my Counſel, Sir, he does deſign 
A three dayes Truce before the ſiege begin. 
To which you muſt conſent. 
Things muſt appear as ſmooth as calmeſt Seas ; 
And Suſa wcar the flatt”ring ſmiles of pace. 
Pat. Monarchs and Stateſmen have theſe mutual tyes, 
They by each other do advance and rie. LWhileft he ſpeahs, they whiſper. 
Prex, Vle gain you entrance. 
Smerd. Well, 1 do conſent. 
Prex. Your being unknown all dangers will prevcnt : 
The Tyrant's life ſhall with his Empire end. 
Smerd, A Monarch's Patron, and an Empire's Frierd. [ Extunt. 
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SCENE continues, 
Enter Theramnes, and Phedima. 


Ther. Ard, Madam, that you might ſe: Juſtice done, 
I premig?d to conduct you to his Throne. 
But pardon me, if | have gone too far, 
When Horour and my Friendſhip makes me erre. 

Fhed. Honour and Friendſhip too have their excej+ ; 
But ſince | may my Innocence expreſs, 
And in their Juſtice my revenge purſue, 
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SCENA SECUNDA 


The Scene opened, appears Smerdis ſeated on « Throw, attended 
| by Guards, and other Attendants. 


Emer again, Theramnes, «nd Phedima, 


Ther, He to their tryal will th* Offenders bring —— 

Look there, and ſee your Judge, the Perſian King. 
Phed. Sure you miſtake the Throne, or 1 the Prince; 
Ther, His Majeſty that error will convince. Exit. 
Smerd, Fair Excellence, ' [Steps from the Throne, 

"Tis true, che name of Prince I changed have 

For that more glorious Title of your Slave. 

But | recal that breath | ſhould tranſgreſs 

Againſt your Beauty, were my greatneſs les. 

He muſt be more than Prince, and Monarch too, 

That fo great Beauty dares adore as you. 

Hence *tis your Royal Lover, Perſia*s King 

Preſumes to make his Heart your Offering. 

The nobleſt Preſent that his Love can make, : 

Aad yet the loweſt you can ſtoop to take, 
Phed. The Perſian Monarchs Love ! Now Ile proclaim { 


s 


My Conſtancy to my Darimss flame. 
My Courage in this cauſe ſhall At ſuch things, Alide 
Ple prove my Faith by my diſdain of Kings. ode. 
Fle treat him ſo, that Fame ſhall witneſs be, \ 
None ever Lov'd, or ever ſcorn'd like me. 
Are you the Judge to proſecute the Laws 
Of Juſtice in thoſe bold Offenders cauſe ? 
Why then, kind Judge, do you forſake your Throne, 
E're you've the Tryal heard, or Juſtice done ?. 
Smerd. Your bold Offeader does repent his Fact, 
And I but ill his' Judge's part could Act. 
To beg his pardon | reſign my ſeat, 
From being his Judge to be his Advocate. 
Phed. But leſt his Crime ſhould want a juſt Revenge, 
As you change yours, 1 will my Office change, 
From his Accuſer to his Judge; whilſt I, 
To Aft your Juſtice, will your ſeat ſupply. [Steps into the Throng). 
Enter Patalithes, «nſcen. : 
For ſince he Love's, Ple uſe a Miſtreſs's pow'r, 
Wich all the Rigour of a Conquerovr. 
Pat. Ha! What ſtrange Interlude muſt here be ſhown ? 
A Woman ſeated on the Perſian Throne ! £4/ 
Phed. This dif®rence Kings with common Captiyes have; 
Only the Title of a Royal Slave. l 
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And tiow can Beauty rule 7 Nobler way, 
Then to command thus———whilft their Slaves obey; 

Pat. *Tis (he ; Ple ſtop But ſtay, Vle uſe no force. 
Pl: check her Pride by a more ſubtle courſe. | 
Phed Alchovgh you Monarchs are exempt from Lays, 

As waiting higher Pow*rs to Judge your cauſe : 
Yer that you, Smerars, may have Jultice done, 
Since you want Lans, Ple Judge you by my own. 
Smerdis, what can you ſay in the defence 
Of yaur late rude, and ſalvage violence ; 
When, Raviſh r, your guilt ſo high was grown, 
T” attempt my Virtue, and to blaſt your own ? 
Smerd. You know | was not Author of that Fatt : 
Honour nor Love durſt n&re ſuch ſtains contratt. 
For they Heav*®ns favour would bur ill implore, 
Who firſt prophane the Deity they adore. 
Phed. Honuur and Love are but reſp=Qive things ; 
Greater or 1s in Subj.Cts or ia Kings, 
In which if Kings cranigreſs, the more ſublime 
Their greatneſs is, the greater is their Crime. 
And though you're now transform'd into a Prince, 
That Title docs but heighten your offence. 
Smerd. Such Beauty does fo well become the Throne, oy 
Be pleas'd, fair Judge, t” accept it as your own, 
Where you ſhall Reign in glory, and give Law 
To him that wears the Crown of Perſia. 
Phed. | ſcorn your Throne, and him that proffers it : 
My pow*rs too great, an equal to admit, [ Deſcends form the Throne, 
No, Smerdis, Fhedima is not 1o low 
" As to deſcend unio a Throne, and You, 
Two lights together cannot equal ſhine, 
Mine will Eclipſe your glory, or your's mine. 
And *rwould a Icſler Honour be, to have 
A King my equal, than a King my Slave [ Exit, and after her, Smerdis. 
Pat, Is Love an Object for his mind which ſhou'd 
Be now imploy*d with thoughts of War, and Blood. 
Cambyſes now may his Revenge purſue, 
And eagly conquer, where Love can futdue. 
Love does debaſe all Courage, and he is, 
- Like tame Beaſts, only fit for Sacrifice. 
© Bar Vle invent a Cure. | [ Studzes, 
— Well, Þle remove 
- Her ſafe enough both from his pow'r, and Love. 
Love 1s a Paſſion for luxurious peace, 
When idleneſs indulges the Diſcaſe, 
* But not for Aftive Souls. I've found the way 


Aſide, 
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To tura that current which I cannot ſtay. [Exit. 
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SCENA TERTIA. Scexe, the Palace. 


Emer Smerdis, with a Letter, 


Smird. He that ſo well a King can counterfeit, 0 
Should ſcorn to ſtick at any imaller cheat. 
From his own Copies too | have fo near 
Purſu'd Theramnes Hand, and Character, | oe 
That the molt curious, nay, Theramness Eye, 9 
Did he bur ſee*r, could ſcarce the cheat delicry. 
Well, it muſt cake. I ſhall ſo happy pt ove, 
Both to fiad our, and to confound their Love. 
Enter Theramnes, who ſeeing Smerdis, of ers to withdraw. 
Theramnes, ſtay. 
Ther. — — —--| fear I am too rude. 
Smerd. Theramnes, no, a Friend cannot intrude. 
Ther. But | have prelſt into your privacies. 
Smerd Friendſhip above all private buſineſs is 
Ualeſs it be the high conceras of Love 
And Honour. But there we two equal prove 
Rivals in both. 
Ther. Waat means my King ? 
Smerd. I mean 
Only one Beauty o're us both does Reign, 
Ther. No, you whoſe Empire's greatneſs is above 
All Rivals, ſhould admit none in your Love, 
And think you that my confidence aſpires . 
To Court that Beauty which my King admires. ts 
Smerd. Think you | can believe you never ſaw 
The Eyes and Charms of the fair Phedsma. 
Or can you utter ſo prophane a word, 
To ſay ſhe can be ſeen and not ador'd ? 
Ther. Love, like Religion, never choſe one way : 
That all ſhould to one ObjeCt homage pay. 
The Sun does to the World his ſight afford, 
Bur by the Perſians only is ador'd. | 
Smerd. Becaule the reſt o'ch* World are ignorant, 
And do the knowledge of his God-head want. 
But you who know how great Divinity 
In Phedima's moſt ſacred Breaſt does lye, 
Can't bur adore her. 
Ther. —— Yes, I can do more : * 
I am beyond her Beautics Charms, and pow'r. 
In this one glory | out-rival you ; 
Thoſe eyes which did the Perſian King ſubdue, 
Their powr's too weak co Captivate my heart. 
*---4 is Love's too ſtrong to be compell'd by Art, 
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Or forc'd to a Confeſſion. 
— 'Twas th' exceſs 
Of paſſion made my jealouſie tranſgreſs. 
But now I'm ſatisfy'd. That I may prove 
I don'c ſuſpeft your Loyalty, nor Love, 
I will iotruſt this Letter to your care, 
But you muſt firſt on your Allegiance ſwear. 

Ther. | ſwear. And in obedience to your will, 
Whatever you command I will fulfil, 
That to a Subj.&t's care you dare intruſt : 
Since your commands can be no'lefſs than juſt. 

Smerd, Preſent that Letter then to Phedima, 
And if ſhe chance to ask by whom *cwas writ, 
Beware you do not tell her, but withdraw, 
Leſt that ſhe ſhould refuſe the reading ir. 
Then carefully forbear to viſit her 
Until ſuch time that ſhe an Anſwer ſends ; 
For by that means I ſhall my ſuir prefer ; 
And you will thus oblige your beſt of Friends. 
And then, Sir, whatſoe*re her anſwer be, 


(For through your hands *twwill come) preſent it me; 


Though he ſo reſolutely did maintain 

He did not Love, their Love is but too plain ; 
How could ſhe elſe ſuch Cruelty have ſhown 

To him who with his Love proffer*'d his Throne ? 
Her - Paſſion has ſome more. than common tye, 
When proffer?d Crowns can't ſhake her conſtancy. 
And that Theramnes is the Objett too, 

What was it elſe made him ſo raſhly Vow, 

When he but late Acted her Champions part, 

To write her wrongs on her Offender*s Heart. 
When the ſlight wrongs could only cauſe afford 
For a Woman's anger, and a Lover's Sword. 

But yet this Lettcr will my doubts remove. 

1 ſhall diſcover their Intrigues of Love. 

If fo 
By treach*rous ſmiles I will his rnine AR, 
As ſtranded Veſlels in a calm are Wrackt. 


oy 


Exit Theramnes with 
the Letter, 


[ Ext. 


Scena Quarta. Scene, 4A Chamber, 
Enter Ph:Cima, and Orinda, with Atoſſa, Auretta, ard other Waiting Ladies. 


Orind. Siſter, you are ſo fortunate, to have 
The Perſian Monarch for your Beauty's Slave ! 

Phed. No, ia my Love Ambition has no part. 
Monarchs may rule an Empire, not a Heart, 
\Vhilſt my Darins lodges here, my Breaſt 


Too 
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Too narrow is for any other gueſt. 

May Smerd:s ſtill the Perſian Sccpter bear, 

And may he ſtill Reign ev'ry where——but here. [Points to ber Breaff, 
Orind. Does then your Breaſt no other thoughts produce ? 

Love, like Wars Combats, ſhould admit ſome truce. 

Y-ur pardon, Siſter, if ſo bold 1 prove 

Fo tell you what Orinda thinks of Love. 

Aoſſa ſing the Song I taught you. 


Atoſla ſongs. 
She that with Love is not prſſiſt,, Whilſt we grow pale, grow pale, and loſe 


Has not for that the harder Heart : our Charms, 
I think the ſofter, and more tend-y Breaſt, 
Would dull, would dull, would dull, and| Love does againſt it ſelf conſpire xz 


damp the dart. Such languiſhing deſires imparts 
That quench the fuel, yet fins the fire, 
Amway with melancholly fit s, Clonding thoſe eyes, thoſe eyes, whence 
Whoſe ſtrange effett our eyes diſarms, Love takes darts. 


Depoſes Beauty, and diſtratts our wits, 


Enter Theramnes, with 4 Letter, 

Ther. This Letter your peruſal asks. 

Phed. From whom 
Do you, Theramnes, in Embaſſage come ? 

Ther. My meſſage, Madam, you will find writ there, 
Both in the Subject, and the Charatter. [ Ex. 

[Phedima opens the Lerrer, and reads to her ſelf, and ſeems diſorder'd. 

Orind. W nas ſtrange diſorders in her looks ariſe ? 
How ſhe caſts darts of fury from her eyes ? 

Phed. Shame and confuſion has ſo filPd my Breaſt, 
Fhat I want patience to read out the reſt. 
Siſter, do you proceed, look, and ſee there, 
W hat you will bluſh to read, and I to hear. [Orinda reads the Letter, 


Theramnes, to the Conſtant Phedima. 


Ince our mutual Vows of Love have rais'd me to a pitch above hope or fear, to 

ſuch an aſſurance of your affeftion, thit I find the greateſ® Monarch in the 
World carmot ſupplant me in your eſteem, nor raiſe his Love on the ruines of mine ;, Tow. | 
then, who have gruen my for” ag Life, have given it alſo confidence to requeſt the ſpeedy 
crowning of our deſires, to avoid the of more numerous Rjvals, which I 
Beauty cannot but daily add to your former Conqueſts, But ſince the immediate ſervice ' 
of my King will not permit me as yet to wait upon you, be plead to ſend me an .; 
Anſwer, but nd a ane (av. 3 Ani ens ber ym ls ſhall proclaim me, as 1. 
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£2» Confidence ſwells to a height unkuown, 
To dare 
 Orind, Why? Siſter, Lovers dare do more. 

Phed. Lovers! why ? Did he ever ipeak before ? 
Or ucter the leaſt ſyllable, or word, 
T* expref#&y was the O-;ject he adcr%d ? 
Contracts, aud promiſes, which 1 kav. giv'n? 
Per fidious Lyar b»th to Me and Heav'n ? 
Or:nd. Bui p:rhaps he your kindneſs has miſtook 
For Lovers tack their Fates in ev*ry look 
Their Ladies do impart; and ev ry glance 
Dues to an urkuown height their hopes advance. 
Th-*Languages of Ladies ſmil:cs ſuffice 
For Lovers to read Contracts in their Eyes. 
Did you nere ſmile, or ſome kind favours ſhow ? 
Phed. Yes, what my Friendſhip did oblige me to, 
But could his proud Thoughts ſo ambitious prove, 
To dare to think my Frieadſhip was my Love ? 
No, Traytor, no. Th:rannes, you ſhall find, 
Chooſing a Miſtreſs, you have loſt a Friend. 
But that which my diſdain and anger moves, 
Is not ſo much becauſe Theramnes Loves : 
Tv effects of Bcauty Beauty can forgive : 
And we can pity thoſe we can't relieve. 
But that which merits wy juſt ſcoro, is this, 
That he ſhould thick my Conqueſt caſle js. 
Whilſt in this Leiter which you now have read, 
He does for Triumph, not for Coiquelt plead, 
As if a Ladics Breaſt no Courage held ; 
But our tame Souls were only taught to yield. 
Orind, Your furious anger too much freedom finds, 
Silegce b-com.s the Paſſions of gread minds, 
Phed. Siſter, Pve done. Awerta, go and burn 
This Letter, Thus Ile Triumph in my ſcorn. 
Auretta. Condemn'd to th* Fire! That Sencence which you give, [ Afide. 


To» cruel i:, Fie grant it a Reprieve LExit Auretta, with the Letter. 
Phed. But fecing he an anſwer does require, 


Ii: b: fo kind, Ple grant him his deſire : 
But ſuch an aniwer 2s ſhall make it known 
I underſtand his meri:s, and my own. 


SCENA QUINT. A. Scene, a Pavilion Royal, 
Emer Cambyſes, and Prexaſpes- 


[ Exeunt. 


L, Camb. ——Enough-———1 am convinced of Smeradis Fate. 
Tis well my Blood does not diſturb ng 
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Pyrex. She does no time but to her Tears allow. 
Camb. Marble ſheds Tears, but cannot ſofter grow : 
Her heart's ſtil] hard, and ever will be ſo. 
You ſaid you for her griefs a cure delign'd. 
Prex. Sir, to divert theſe troubles from her mind, - ws 
I have deſign'd, after a Martial dance, ws of 
A maſque of Captive Princes ſhall advance, | 
Adorn'd with Chains, and Coronets of Gold : 
Seated upon whoſe necks you ſhall behold | 
A Prince Triumphant, deckt with Martial ſpoils, ” ___ 
Amidſt your Trophies, and great Cys toyls. 
Hid in the Trophies of this Pageans King 
An Eagle on the ſudden ſhall take wing, 
A Crown fixt to her Talons. As ſhe flyes 
And hov”ring mounts ſtill nearer to the Skyes 
When at the utmoſt height.ſhe finds her Chain 
Does her intended Liberty reſtrain; 
Her Fetters ſhall her tow'ring flight recall, 
Forc*d down, ſhe at 4andana's feet ſhall fall, 
And there depoſe her Crown. 
Camb. —-Conduft her in, ; | 
And Ict this glorious Scene of Love begia. [Exit Prex. 
Yhus Pie deſcribe my paſſion. Love ſounds beſt, ; 
Like Oracles in Myſteries exprelſt. 


Enter Prexaſpes and Mandana. The King and Mandana ſeated, a Martial Daxce 
ss perform”d ;, the Dance ended, the Scene opens, and the Maſque is repreſented , as 
which Mandana riſes, and offers to go ont : Ar which Cambyſes follows her, and 
the Scene ſhuts, 


Camb, Stay, Cruel Princeſs, ſtay. Are your fair eyes 
Afraid to look on their own ViCtories? 
Or, are you ſtartPd at your own great pow?r, 
To ſee your Slave in tie Worlds Conquerour ? 
Who from your influence does his greatneſs take, : 
And Conquers only for Mandana's ſake. ">. 
Mand. O Fatal Beauty! wavgt Mandana's eyes _ d 
That made you win her Crown, and Sacrifice - "14 
Her Fathers Blood ? . wv 
Camb, Your loſſes Ple reſtore, 
With Crowns more bright than Amaſis e?re wore. 
Mand. No, Tyrant know, my Souls not ſunk ſo far, 
To ſtoop to my great Fathers Murderer, 
Have I my ſelf no better underſtood, = 
Then thus to found my greatneſs on his blood ? : OOTY 
Your proffer'd Crowns cannot my thoughts controul, 
You have ſubdu'd my Empire, not my Soul. x WD 
Camb, Madam, how dare you thus provoke his hate C: 
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Who's the diſpoſer of your Crown, and Fate ?-'i {1 
Mand. Ay, Sir, you of my Life and Throne diſpoſe ; 
And thoſe are trifles I could wiſh to loſe. 
But know, proud King, my Virtue Ile ſecure: 
My Honour is above a Tyrant*s pow'r. | = 
Camb, Captive, farewel. Since you ſo ſtubborn ptoye, 
I will take care you ſhall be taught to Love. © 551i, 
A guſt of Paſſion has uncalm'd my Soul 
My Blood does with a livelier motion roul. 
A fierce aſſzult my drowſie Soul does ſtorm ; 
And bids my Love wear a more manly form. 
My reaſon now ſhall my blind Paſſion guide ; 
Ple be a Vallal to her Eyes, not Pride. 
Since then my mildneſs could not win a ſmile; 
Vle learn to Court her in a rougher Cle. 1% 
Enter Otanes, \Darius, and Artaban. 
My lab*ring thoughts muſt now make truce. - My Lords, 
Will there be an imployment for our Swords ? 
How ſtrong's their Garriſon, how .great their Force ? » 
Otan, Their number, Sir, is fifty thouſand Horſe: + 
And twice that number is their Lafantrie. - - CELELETNTY 
-Camb. Then they are fit to be o*'recome by me. "Is 2:74 
- You then mult know from whenre this War does ſpring, 
And who would be my Brother, and your King. - © +: 
Dar. Who, but your Brother, durſt your ſeat ſupply ? 
A baſer Blood could ne*re have thoughts to high. 
 Camb. You are miſtaken, Sir, he wears no Crown, 
Unleſs that ſome kind God has lent him one. 
Smerdis is dead. 
Oran, o— how dead ? And by whoſe hand ? 
Camb, It was by His, and *twas by my command. 
Otan. Then the Wars done ; you've rob®d us of our Foc, 
Camb, Ay, Sir, of him I rob'd you long ago : 
'Tis not my Brother that does wear my Crown. 
' Avrtab. Your Brother dead, yet Smerdis in your Throne ? 
Dar. Who then is he dares that high Title claim, 
Uſurping both your Empire, and his name ? 
Camb. Falſe Pataſithes, whom I rais?d above 
Either my Subjects Envy, or their Love, 
Has in requital rob*d me of that Throne 
Under whoſe luſture he ſo bright was grown. 
Thus the Moons kindneſs does the Suns requite, 
Eclipſing him from whom ſhe takes her light. 
His Kinſman Smerdss he does ſubtly bring 
To repreſent my Brother, and your King. 
Enter to them, Smerdis, diſgnir'd, 
What's he that to our Preſence does intrude ? 


[Exit, 
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Smerd. Sir, *tis my Loyalty that makes me rude. 
Prex. *Tis he, . Great, Sir,-who in our cauſe does joyty 
The chiefeſt Agent in our Grand deſign. 5 
Camb. And do you know' that Smerdsis, Sir, that wou'd 
Lay claim both to my Empire, and my Blgod ? _ 
Smerd. Dread Sir, to me he iy To near ally'd, b 
He from my Breaſt cannot his ſecrets hide. X 
Camb. But are you fure he 'is your truſty Friend ? 
Prex, As ſure as all the tyes on Earth can bind. 
Smerd. On this, great King, we've founded our deſign : 
The charge of S«/a's Weſtern Gate is mine. 
And that which co our ſafety does conduce, 
You know the conſequence of a lazy Truce, 
Truces which ſeem but Martial Maſques, and are 
The Crimes of Peace dreſt in the Garb of War. 
Know then, during this Truce, his Forces be 
Arm'd only for their Eaſe and Luxurie. 
You then this Night ſhall with your Army wait; 
Ple give you entrance at the Weſtern Gate. 
Then on the Eaſt le give a falſe Alarm, 
That e're his Party ſhall have time to Arm, 
You ſhall have forc*d your Paſlage, won the Town, 
Seiz'd the Uſurper, and regain'd your Crown. 
Camb. Well, Ple this Night, advancing in their head, 
To S«/a my Triumphant Forces lead : 
None but my Sword my quarrel ſhould decide. 
Dar. Conqueſt and you, Sir, ever were aliy'd. 
But, Sir, the breach of Truce a'ſtain will be 
To the bright Glory of your Victory: - 
*Twill an Eclipſe to your great Fame produce. 
Camb, Why, Sir, was it not | that made the Trace ? 
Dar. \t was. 
Camb, Then what I made I may deſtroy : 
In this deſiga you muſt your: Swords imploy, 
Dar. When you command, the cauſe we do not weigh: 
You've taught our Swords to Conquer, and obey. 
Camb See that our entrance be with care prepar'd. [To Smerd, 
We ſhall not want ſucceſs, nor vou reward. 
CExit Cambyſes, Otanes, Darius, «nd Artaban. 
Smerd, Nought but his Death thall for reward ſuffice ; 
For when he enters S»/a*'s Walls, he dyes. | 
"Tis the Jaſt Conqueſt that his Sword ſhall have, 
To win that ground on which he makes his Grave. 
Brave Friend. | 
Prex His death (hall make our Friendſhip good : ; 
No tyes ſo ſtrong as what are writ in Blood. [ Excant. 
Finis AGt ſecunds, | 
D 2 s/? I , : 6 Atta . -. 
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Enter Smerdis, . Pataſithes, and Captain of the Guards, 


Capt. He Guards are ſet, the Ambuſcado, lajd,,, . 
Pat. All preparations for. the deed are made. 
Smerd. You know your. charge in this deſign, go wait, | 
And give him entrance at the Weſtern Gate. CExeunt Pataſithes, and-Capt. 
Enter Theramnes, with a Letter, ; 
Ther, Great Sir, your Royal plcaſure is obey'd: 
Your Letter I with my own hand convey'd. 
And this, 1 gueſs, her anſwer does declare : 
For though it does no ſuperſcrjptign bear, ,, 
From hence ?tis yours I do the. more preſume, 
Your Titles being too large for ſo ſmall room. 
Smerd. Yes, they are large 
When they beyond the name of. King extend, 
To that more glorious Title of your, Friend. 7 [Embraces him, 
You know your charge, Sir, in this Nights, deſign. 
Ther. Rivals in Empire can't tagegher ſhine. 
This Night Cambyſes dyes. Whilſt Szmgrdss is 
Crown'd for our King, he for our Sacrifice [Exit. 
Smerd. Now, if 1 figg he does her Love.enjoy, [Opening the Letter. 
Her kindneſs then her Lover ſhall deſtroy. 
I know his Courage, and I will take, care | 
In this Nights cauſe he ſhall engage fo far, 
To meet his Death. ?Tis a ſmall Crime, -co prove: 
Falſe to my Friendſhip, to promote my Love, [Reads the Letter, 


Phedima, 70 Theramnces. ” 

Ron d Traytor, ſince your Confidence has rais'd you to 4 pitch above fear or ſhame, 

10 dare to prophane my eyes with ſuch a ſcrowl of Blaſphemies, in taxing Pliedima 

of a C0" tratt 10 Theramnes ; Since your guilty, paſſion has made this your fi-ft addreſs, 

know, - at you hate rais'd your Love on the ruwxs of your Friendſhip ;, and that your 

guilt way be your pumſhment, may you Love. ſtill, and to that height, that I may 

eriumph 1m my ſcrn, and matg my Cruelty able to groe deeper wounds than my eyes : 

Le. and diſpas . But ſince your ”*trnal Baniſhment can only give a ſtop to all. fur 
eure Crimes of th s Nature, never dare.to ſee me more 


Ti.is does difſoly e my fears. Theſe lines. do ſhew 

Sm rd s is happy now, but cruel too z, 

To be thus jcalo us of ſo brave a Friend. 

But ſince 1 did *gainſt Friendſhips Laws offend, 

Ile AQ ſuch things as ſhall my fault redeem ; 

Kings caa both ACt and expiate a Crime, 

And though Theramnes Fri nd did. the offence, 

Theramness Kipg that Crime will recompence. _ [Exy 
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-SCENA SECUNDA.  Scere, the Camp. 
Enter Darius, «»d Ofjris. 


Dar. During this Truce we will to S»ſz go 
To pay a debt to my Princeſs owe. 
Two Sovereigns, young Prince, have each their part, 
The King my hand, and Phedimes my. Heart. 
Bur, Sir, your Friendſhip ſhares part. in my Breaſt : 
I can't give yall, but truſt you with the reſt, 
This Viſit too is not alone delign'd 
T” a Miſtreſs, but your ſecond ſelf, a Friend: 
Oſfir. My Rival, Sir, name him, what Friend is he ? 
Dar. 1 am unknowa to him, and he to me, 
Strangers to each. 


Oſir. ——That is a Riddle too; 
A Friend, and one you never ſaw, nor knew. 
Dar. Bur, Sir, I am no ſtranger to his Fame : , 


Theramness Virtues do my Friendſhip claim. 
Oſir. But whence ariſe this myſtick ſympathy ? 
Dar. *T was Phedima's fair. hand that made this tye. 
His worth, his deeds, his ſervice ſhe commends :- 
That *cwere unjuſt we ſhould be leſs than Friends. 
She gives him ſuch a glorious Character, 
That being his Friend, 1 do but ſecond her. 
And then her Letters tell me,. how: that ſhe 
Has giv*n him ſuch a Character of me, 
That he already is impatient grown, 
Till both of us are to each other known. 
Ofir. Friendſhip a ſtranger progreſs never made, 
That by a Mediatour 1s convey*'d, 
You Court Theramress Love, a Friend unſeen ; 
As Kings by Proxies Court a Forreign Queen. 
Enter Meſſenger, who delrvers Darius 4 Letter, 
Dar. From wh-nce ? 


Meſs. From Suſa, Sir. 
Dar. - Then may it prove, [Kiſſes the Letter 
Some King aud kappy Embilly of Love. [ Opens the out=ſide Letter, and re 


p Auretta, 70 ber =-y Darius, 
He preatneſs © r penerous favours, and the confidence have been 
to Sr me I obliged aly having found this = % peg 
dies hand, to preſent it to yours, as 4 token that I am ſtill your _ 
of your paſſion, and Advocate in your Love , Auretta. 
[Opens the incloſed, and 
Theramnes, to the Conſtant Phedima. Pr 
The Prologue's ſtrange————bui Ple ſuppreſs my doubr, th 
| A 
' 


